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a. 4 To Hrs GRACE | 


The! Duke of Montroſe 


My Logzn, 


= 
- 
#1, N 


the * obligations I have to your 


Grace ; and in particular, for the gene- | 


rous concern with which you eſpouſed 


and ſupported the intereſt of this per- 
formance: and to which I am greatly 


ien tar! its reputation and ſucceſs. 


W patronage : a ſmall, but ſin- 
ceere return of 'gratitude for 
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Grace, (and I do it with equal pride and 


E 2114S] that I received this indulgence, 
without being obliged to pay for it that 
adulation and baſeneſs of heart, which 
is, ſometimes, exacted by the vulgar 
Great ; but is, more frequently, the 
voluntary, ill- Judged offering of mean 
and venial Writers I am, with 
trueſt zeal and 11 pron i 
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PROLOGUE. 


Written' by AARON Hitt, Bly 
Spoken by Mr, WI LES. 


x youth, Bol er IT eee wh 
How rare the union! and the farce —— 
2 at ſmall praije ca. bumble author aims, 

1 ee 0 2 
Form d, to be pray d to, and even born to bleſs ! 
1 himſelf, and makes it felt , _ 

"teach dach fubborn heart th melt : Favs. + 
Ad tach fair ye, that how bin fiftly bers, 
Anon ball Pine, flill ſofter, thro' a tear. 

Lel not conftraint your gex'rous fight repreſs, - 
Nor weil compaſſion, tur repel dir J. 
Your ſex's firength is in ſuch weakneſs found: 
4nd fight and tears but help your charms to avound. 

Of all the wonders taught us by the fair, 

Tis firangeft, Tragedy h d boſe their care! 
Where Love, foft tyrant ! in full glory reigns; -_ 
And ſovereign Beauty holds the world in chains. , 

Leſs polis d, and more bold, the Comic 1 
Unkings your Cupid, or ahr bis views © 
Upholds preſuming wits familiar claim, ded op ths 
And blots out awe from Love's dininiſbd flame. + 

N ꝙ9a 4 | Finds, 
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vii p RO Lo O E. 
* Finds, or makes faults, rene ; 


42d darts draw Wo an falſe, « 9 vain, or light. My 


While Tragedy—your ſervant, try'd, and true, 
Still to_your. Fame devoted, an ta,You! 
Buſlav/d ts Live, Ele f . briag, / | ©. 
Firms Beauty's power, and crowns it king of kings. 


Les wilb'd attention grace our ſcene to- nigbt. 


And mourn'd affiitions move refn'd delight. 

Each tender light of life we recommend; $9 
Wife, huſband, ſubject, parent, fon, and friend! 
All! your impaſſion'd int'refts ſhall engage, 


Aud bags, and fears, and pity, fire the fage. * 

| Tan, he ferew ful the fir neo, x 
PlenSayotabiinboegtie fall inv fans fondly: N u 
e eee eee | . \ f 


EPILOGUE 


Written by Aaron Hitt, E 


Spoken by Miss Rogtxsox, in boys clothes; 
tripping in hatily. | 


H! Gentlemen! — In congenbat ques wax 
0 4 voluntier— Pray does my ſize content yet . 

Man, 1 am yours—Sex /—bleſs'd,as heaven can make ve, 
And from this time, weak Wau ! 1 forſake By 


» 4 1 
F 
. 


1 * 


* 


EPILOGUE. K 
Whe'd be @ wvift #. when each new Play can teach u ö! 
To what fine ends theſe Lords of ours beſeech us * 

At firſt, whate'er they do, they d. ſo charming! 

But mark what follows; frightful ! n 1 

They feed tos faſt on Love z then fic ning tell us, © 

They can't, forfooth, be kind-—becauſe they're jealous. - 

A Who cu d be Woman, then ? to figh—azd ſuffer, 
And fr nl OI ORE" 

| Not I—farewel to petticoats, and flitching,. | 

And welcome dear, dear, breeches ! . 14 

Hencgforth, new-moulded, —— A. 

And fight, and florm and charm—like PERIANDER. 

Born far this dapper age ; pert, ſhort, and clever, _ 

Peer / grow a Max—'tis now, or never. + | 

A Well! 2 — 

I copy ſome ſmart ſoul of converſation. . 

Shou'd there be war, I'd talk of fields and trenches ; 

Shou'd there be yeace—1'd traft ten favourite wenchis! 
Shou'd 1be lovd—Gad6! how then ? n matter, = 
PII bow, as you de—and look fooliſh at her. 2 
nd ſo, who knows, that never means to prove ye, 

But I'm as good a Man, as any of ye! | 
Well ! "tit @ charming frolick—axid PH *: 
irs / — have I your conſent ? — What ſay ye tot? * © 
Yet hold —Perhaps they'll dread à rival beau: 

may be what I ſeem, for aught they know. 

adies | arewel—7 fbou'd be luth to leave ye, 

Lon d an increaſe of pretty fellows grieve ye: | 
Fach, /ike myſelf, devoted, neer to harm ye, 

©" Bird full as fit, no doubt, to ſerve and charm ye. 
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| Evnrvics, Queen of Crib. Mrs. Porter. 


MxLissA, her Confidente. 


| Mrs. my: * = 4 
| Leowivas,' a * ee 
in the Queen's intereſt Ju. Pride 


PROCLES, Tyrant of Elders, 
in poſſeſſion of the Crown of Mr. vel 


inc needs 
Mon, his Favourite. 44 "Mr, W. Mil. 

PERIANDER, King of Corinth. Mr. Mills. | ; 
Pouypons, his Sen. Mt. Hallam. 
AzrsToN, Mr. ___” 


ar. Guards, A | 
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BURYDICE. 145547 63+ 2 0 
I7 | heavenly Powers! 4 


| What means this dreadful war of ſea ad | 
Sky! ; : 
6 Melif. Dreadful indeed. terſe nx by 
(IN | degrees, a 51 15 1 J 
l once; a eenpef vnd 40d Tov. 


pad: Hear | Bon the wintry north how keen 
doll! „ 
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12 EU RV DICE. 
| Teo! theſe lone towers that rock with every blaſt, 
Each moment t ruine on our heads. 
But ſee— ſtand here, and caſt thy eyes below 
Oer the broad ocean to the diſtant ky, 
See what confuſion fills the raving deep! 
What mountain-waves ariſe |—"Tis terrible, 
And ſuiting to the horrors of my fate, 
The deep deſpair that deſolates my ſoul. 
9 behold, en = 66k, en 
rocks | 
oben che beiting Mb o of we! 2 
Four goodly ſhips, abandon d to the ſtorm, 
Drive blindly with the billows ; their drench'd fails 
Stript off, and whirl'd before the rending wind. 
Zuryd. Aſſt them, 1 The ſiorm is 
p hi gh, ; FA 0 
And the flood perilous: CU. £4.44 
Look ! now they climb a fearful ſteep, and hang 
On the big ſurge that mixes with the clouds. 
Save me! it burſts, and headlong down they reel 
Into the yawning gulph They cannot ſcape. 
A ſea rowls o'er the foremoſt. 
Melif. Ab! the s 
On yonder wave-worn cliff. The fatal ſhock  - 
Has doubtleſs ſhiver'd her ſtrong fide. She ſinks 
So ſwiftly down, that ſcarce the ſtraining eye 
Can trace her talleſt maſt. Where is ſhe now ! 
Hid in the wild abyſs, with all her crew, ,, 
| All loſt for ever ! ' 184 7 * \ 7 
Euryd. Turn we from the fight; Ws? {+ = 
Too diſmal. for a woman's eye to bear; 
IIl-fated men! whom, knowing not, [nd 
Whence, or what may they be? —— 
In ſome far - diſtant land, a faithful wife, c, 
Or tender parent, offers vows to heaven a 
or 


IT 


— 


Is ſome degree of bliſs,” 7 © ft © 


1 75 


EURVY DICE. '3 

Gor their return; and fondly numbers up 
The li months of abſence. "Fraitled lone! x 
. , EPPR JO 
Severely taught, I pity.them ; 2 8 
Their fate, all full ef horror as it ſeems, . 
Is rather to be envy'd. They are now. . |, | 
Beyond the hand of Fate, at reſt for ever! 
While I,. Melia pe 8h "44 

- Mebf., Ah, Exrydice, . Ne D e 
My/toyal Miſtrefs, rather think the Gals. BY RS 
Would teach you, by this Gght of mournful ruine, 
Patience and gentler thought, be 
Are miſerable, not to know the worſt 


' Euryd.' Melifſa, no. womar cih TIF avi 
I tell thee, no ill fate, no face of death | as 
Can be ſo dreadſul as alife like mine 
Call back to thy, remembrance what I have been: 
Ach ROI pe du 108 1 
All happhneſs was mine. Behold me now - R 
Caſt down to loweſt infamy : the ſave, . 
The ſport of a-foul Tyrant, who betrayd me, 


And would deſtroy my honour.Orcious heaven! 5 


And ſhall this bold offender,: r 43M 
All bonds of holy faith, yet dids his foul -_ 1 A 
Rejoice and take her eaſe: tall be log er, * 
Here in the throne of Corinth, while 1ts lord, 
The great, unhappy Periander roam on 
An unknown fugitive. & by nnn dg ef 
ö 2 184 1 
Thele faithful tears, which ſympathizing ſorrow / De aA 
Draws from my eyes, nk Fg 96 harp. ke 
In all your mighty ills. ne 420k cid 72 loft 0: W 
Euryd. Say now, Ane, it 620 1% 2 Þ Nn 


nme . 
31 6 
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One ſo for'orn a per Farber? . einn ber W 


A priſoner here, ſubje&ed to the power Ore angel 
Of impious Procler, daily doom'd to ben, K 


O deadly infult! his dete ſted love. 
Wbat ill can equal this? Why dL u 


s ENR U. 


Euxrbicz, ies — 


Med. Ail, dee eg e . 
Procles 


With lowly e eee bens * 


Bids ſmiling health, and gentle peace of mind 
Light up your e and ake your e fair 5 


f This, with the tendereſt vowg—— e640 > 


Euryd. Canſt thou inform me out e 
Of thoſe unhappy men, ene 1 44% 
Saw periſh on this coaſt? im na blvoy baſs 

Med. Naas durcb 6,34 ö 1 


But what their fate, cheſs eyes vin dread beheld. f 


The King too, from the morning's chaſe return d, 

At this ſad fight ſpur'd on with all his train, 
To ſave, if poſſible, whom the wild ſe 
Caſts forth upon the land. But firſt his love, © 


L Then bear kid e e 
Frm her whom be hs wrong, be ad in, 


And all a woman's hate, in juſt return ang 

For his deteſted love. „ i 

To cruſh the fallen and helpleſs to embitter þ-4 

The pangs, uni menen 

With gall of mockery! ! | 
Med. Your pardon, Madam, | 

If I, he danklod of your fre; eee 

To rlace before your eyes in/fabt profpert 

That mournful period, full of dread and danger, 


Which late you ſaw. Behold then your Alle ſubjects, x 


Wantotily\mad and ſpurning every tye - 


Of ſworn obedience, mix in one bold treaſon, + Cds 


Threatning and univerſal: your loſt huſband 

Abſent, involv'd in unſucceſsful war?: 

His troops averſe and mutinous. From them 

Bold faction with contagious fwiftneſs ſpread 

To Corinth too; where the wild herd arrous d 
Inſulted you, and drove you to this Fortreſs. 7 * 
Say where was then your hope, when meagre Famine 
Join'd his devouring ravage;z and your eyes 

Saw daily, hourly periſh thoſe page few . 


Euryd. O would to heaven VE Vat 
I then had periſh'd too! Shed 1 I 

Med. Such was your tate, r 
Loſt even to hope, when graces Pod ow | 
Impatient to your aid, diſpers d and quell'd: . 11 
The general treaſon. May I dare to urge 4 
Theſe ſervices? But what are theſe? os «4 
His heart is yours; age AR Ta Ts. ft 
He bids you reign in both. e e bas 149.420 


Euryd. Thou baſe of heart! f 
To ſlaves like thee, who ee and be 


Their prince's crimes, wr vin hal the plagues * 


Rt That 


 EURYDICE) of 
Horror and loathing, unrelenting ſcorn, | a. 


£44 3 34S 


| 
4 


16 EURYDICE.' 

That curſe mankind, Has not thy cruel Maſter, 
8 eames, 
On thy on ſoul, ſay, has he not uſurp'd, 1 
With perfidy avow'd, the very crown 
He ſwore to ſave? + ta. rr 
Shews I indeed am wretched. But away 
"Tis baſe to parle with thee, the ſycophant 
Who leads him on from guilt to guilt, and ſwears 
OR ON 1 


2 f | T7 


IG 2 YL ID; —Y 955 * G47 


SCENE Ul. 


| Eunvoice, Mei. 1664. 


gn my Queen, 
oy en ſnd meal fue 
Will grow of this. 4 

Euryd. Why let it come, Meliſſa. - 

J merit all that fortune can inflict, 
For truſting this betrayer, this curſt Procles. | 

Meliſ. Alas, what could you do? eee 
Fier. I ſhould have dy c. ; 
| He was the known and mortal Me Uf Cures: © | 
| Melif. Vet his fair-ſeeming might have won belief” | 
From doubting Age, or wary Policy. © 
By frequent, urgent meſſuge he conjur'd you 
To ſave yourſelf. With open honour o.] ã «od 
His antient enmity ; but, by each Power | CE 25 2 * 
Celeſtial and infernal, ſwore *twis pat. 
Nay more, that as a king and as'a man. the 4 1 
Juſt indignation at your impioas ſubgecwn. 
r bad bochd ths heart,” 


Euryd. el Bax Pe ad poke im ail bb, 


xl $059 273 19 den e 35 * 
nan Fs oy ns boy bhi Miri 
Th' inglorious fear of dying, that betrayd 
My virtue into the Deceiver's power. . pang 
For this my heart, each conſcious hour upbraids mes 


8 6 


As faithleſs to my truſt, weak, and unworthy --. 


Even of the baſe precarious life I hold. 

For this, O crown of miſery l Em doom'd. . - 

L 
His horrid vows and cats. 

Meliſ. That wayſindeed - .{ | © - 

I dread to turn my thoughts... y wy n= | 

And fown with gin ions ent int * 

What may he nat attempt? 2 4 
Euryd. C O curſe ] to know awo by 

That I am in his power, and yo compel, ky 


To ſuffer hated life ! — for can I die My 


Unheard, unjuſtify'd : while yet nerkaps... 
Th' 7 Periander thinks too ut hl 


Of my late error? King of gods and * 5 - 1 25 
Whaſe univerſal eye beholds each thought 
Moſt ſecret in the ſoul, give me to clear 


9 — * 
* 
1 a4 0 : 


My faith to him; | ak of beaven no mare || 11 
For my paſt miſeries. 

Meliſ. What ſhouts are theſe? Kii ee 
Ah me! th' inhuman triumph of a croud, . N 


The hard- ſoul d many, who have watch'd the fm 2 
For driving wrecks, the ſpoils of periſh'd wretches. 
 Euryd. Unfeeling beaſts of prey Arc Win, the 
ſtorm 8. 8 
Is almoſt overblown. "The waves ſubſide, © 2 
And fall their fiercer roarings. But alas! : 17 
e 8 
Is to be ſeen around. , 1 5 ps 
= | Mel. 
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- Melif. Either my eyes | 
Deceive me, or the good) Leenides | * 
2 4d on his b 


Euryd. Ha — 4, * 297 


What mean thele ſecret ſhiverings, — 
eee hren 


EIN 3), "7 EP 22D 
S ENEV 


Evixypice, Melissa, inen. | 
That 1 appear defivh yh Ws pt a= | 
£8 A mournful me but by Procli order 
þ Euryd. . kim, Le, | 
W Muſt needs be fatal to me. But ſay on, 
No form of ruine is fo dreadful now., 
N As being in his power. rufe rens 1 4 
* | Leon. Unhappy Queen! a £3 
| Your fate might melt the Wiser bit, WY 
4 Even Cruelty's remorſeleſs eye to Weep. | 
1 How ſhall I ſpeak the reſt? FR 
Euryd. Leonidas ! 

What is this Hul ale t00 fad for atterance? 

Alas! why doſt thou weep ? why turn thy eyes, 

Severe on heaven? 

Leon. This ruinous ſtorm,  - 

- Whoſe ſudden outra 

Zuryd. Ha! what ſhips were theſe, | | 
Say, ſpeak, (in Tank, þiR now bolity our ops 1 
In fight of ſhore? | 

Leon. The very fleet deſign ARLEN 
T0 ens ye! to free repenting Corinth "EM ICE 


9 1 
— . £ l g a 
— f 7 * % . 


Leon. 


From this betrayer, this deteſted Procias. N rigs 

The King was there embark r. ii gr? bas 
Euryd. Then all is loſt ! leak x DES be | 
Meli. Ah heaven ſhe faints.. 1 Ru. 7141 — 
Leon. Behold, ye Gods | this ſigt. "ou vile * 

Remember the curſt Author of this ruine.  - eh 

My eyes,” my —— . 
Euryd. O Periander ! my much - injurd Lord? 

Would I had dy'd for thee——Ab ken- maid, 


Was it then he, e whom tht oye 2 
Saw periſh in the ſtorm! whoſe fats I webt. 
ph anger ho 60 T 
Meliſ. Unhappy day! 5 N By 1441 253 £0 * 
Euryd. Undone Faryuicr / eg 
But 1 will div] Woll have dy'4 bes 4 


When my mean. cowardice, — — 
Betray'd me to falſe Procles.- I bad then 
Dy'd innocent: I had not then deſerrWé‚ 
A min d hmbant's ends O thought of herror? 
Perhaps his lateſt breath, even in the hour 
Of dreadful fate, charg d me with all his wrongs, _ 
His life and honour loſt ! 1%” de 
In imprecations on me! 

Meliſ. Oh, for pity, | | 
Forbear theſe fatal thoughts. They but inflame” | 
The rage of real ills, and wound you deeper; —- 

Leon. Would tears, my en Mai, ande 

avail us, 

Mechinks theſe aged eyes could number drops | Nl 
With falling clouds, or the perpetual ſtream. 
But while We mourn, our enemy rejoices, c 12NASEL - 
And ſounds his cruel.triumph loud to heaven. ha 
If I have bow'd me to his impious will, 
Th with tht trong aborrnce dn fel 
At what ſhe holds moſt mortal; was to tura - 


20 EURTY DICE. 
And ruin him more ſurely. This may be. e 
Sad Corinth loolcs with horror on the hand 
| That ſcourges her each hair with whipe ef ſeorplons, | 
She waits but ſome fair chance, ECW 
And drive him from her throne. © - 
Meliſ. e eee 
His near approach. : 
Tan Bacher of human kind! ene“ 
Eternal Juſtice! hear theſe guilty ſounds! © 
Behold this Tyrant's revel! while a King 
Thy great reſemblance, floats u cold pale cord 
Or on the naked beach caſt vilely out; 1 * 
Unknown, unhonour'd lies. Leonidas, 
By all my griefs I beg thee; ſearch theſe ſhores, 
Each cliff and cavern where the wild wave beats, 
For my lov'd Lord, and to theſe widow'd arms 
MI WR oe 2005722 n 
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SCENE Leo 
Prociles, MEpon, dees n 


Proc. Ail-glorious day! auſpicious fortune hail! 

| | From this triumphant hour my future life 

== this fair and ſmiling on. The bold attempt, 

. Laid dark and deep by my-moſt dreaded foe, 

" 1s periſt'd with its author. From on high 

| Heaven arm'd his winds and ſeas to'fight for me: | 

And victory is mine without my care. 

Almoſt without my knowledge. Yes the Gods, 

The Gods themſelves eſpouſe my happy cauſe! / * | 
For this, let flowery garlands wreath their _ 


— 


2 — — — __ — n * 
> 4 r I — 
af =: = 
: — - _ 
” . - _— „ o — no * - - 
* . . —— — — TY - a. SE 
* = —— ——— “eä. 7˖7—5;ixc — — 
- 
— 


. 


5 
* 


5 * 
Let hocatembe before their altary Mods 1 | 
n | poo holdat] 


I'S 
s * 
” | 4 
© t -- * Pp 
- * * > * 2 ” © SO wore BY 
Is the Owen 4 2e Nm 


Inform d of all, Lands? e e eee 
Leon. She is. | /4 YRS n 
Proc | And the cen the . 7 
And many tears, — nos i h ai 
Proc. Juſt the fond ſen. 
Such their vain grief; « momtacspaſig lorm, | 7 
Then all is calm. Be it thy farther care,  —: © 
As the receding flood forſakes the ſhore, - 
To make es, Cone i all this me ” 
For Periander s Corple. - Amn 17 
A while indulge my eyes; a while peruſe wy 
The features of a rival once ſo fam d, 7 155 | 
So terrible in arms; whoſe partial fortune 
Soar'd high above, and ever thwarted mins 
In all che dearer aim that wel my thought, | + T 
Love and ambition. 
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SCENE VI. * 
Proclns; 1 WT 7 
T length, Sir, al the Gods dae for yur, 
* Tour native 

realm, p73 i 10% 
Fair Fpidaures, peaceful and refign'd, | 
Acknowledges her Lord.” Your ty fur | 3 


Confirms his ours. LR 11 [240 
kingdom 3 5 
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Proe. ver L am fl 3a 9d; rend eur 
VUnbleſt amid this flow of proſperous 3 DIA 
ate ns charms Ambin' ae . f 
Empire and kneeling homage, ark mere 
The better joy I long for. © FED: 
Med. Ah, my Prince, . 
Forget, erben that pron lea fir one; * 
No wiſh, no thought but ber, I Nl. ches, "Medor, © 
With bluſhes tell thee, this proud charmer reigns” 
Unbounded o'er my reaſon.” I have tryc 
Each ſhape, ench artofvwritd love to bin her; | 
Alternate prayers and threats, e 
Of paſſionate ſincerity, the fire / - 701 
Her rooted e eee 23 Nic A 
And 'twas my — en T 
Of all my wiſtieto peru in chi; at r= 9 
To triumph r y rival tos in ld /nꝙhç⁊ꝗ4hrnůh 
That had been great revenge! bor bull here, | 
I'm diſappointed ſtill. 12038 Da 
Med. Believe me, Sir, 15 K ' a1} 
When once the fit of wilfulneſs is o'er, 
The burſt of tears diſcharg'd, ſhe Il quickly ſoften, , 7 
Stoop to your withes, and forget a huband * 
Who is no more. 388 
Proc. Perditiom on his name! x» 
nn io thy ah Bit. 
But if I have not Won Her to be mind, 


At Ieaſt the hated husband reap d no %, dn 
From ber fantaſtic, honour.,; Stung.20 8 . 
For ill-requited love, I darkly ſpzead.. 

Surmizes of her truth. Os hs 

And, 25 he doated on hey, 6 A ls. 
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To alin harms, maſh fir bi fg D . 


I wiupph'd there! | It N Zu. 40 vis graf oT 
"Med. "T'was exquilite rev 
I too, my Lord, Len, wh bv us rag pen, #: 
- Your ever- faithful Slave, I too 
To aid yout vengranos: Tann hin 
When in a dungeon depth, Ai lays 1 1 
Arifton, Perjander's fadtions Send. Its HN 
Wich looks of cri rar Loſs age, m7 
His hard impriſonment, complain'd of you, . 7 ul 
Nay, cursd your erueley 2: ill L had He 
unſuſpecting honeſty, to credit. 
My Gates of the rene, L.told him then, r A 
eee Sen 2 _— 
Arg ei bno 


c on, 1 1 


1 
i 11 


Of Periander.. „Having thus alarm'd him. * lia 


After long pauſe; I let him Cape at lat +11 a9 eben 
To find his maſtet, qut,,. - at; „Wen na, N. 


Proc. L b . 

But this avails not much. ei ow 4 * 
With furious 3 

To bend her pride of vinbe W en 

I fancy, in her arms, tranſcendent joys, 

A heaven of higher bliſs, not to be found 
In unreſiſting B 'd and won 
At idle leiſure, NN more I mean 


To try the Fm wiſhes v NJ 
Andiflam 5 
All little arts N 9 


Med. es. — ** 
Which Plenſure curious hand hath furniſh'd out 
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With ſplendid choice, awaits you, and invites 
To laughing thought and triumph. Fes of 


Th infpiring God of wiue, wich roſe- buds crown'd, 
Mirth in kis look; and at his fide the band 


| 
Of little playful Loves, fills higk the bowl, — * | 


L 


And Bidsit low unbounded. Mulic too bis oT 


Joins her enchanting voice, alt Woes ths tout wy 
With all her kill of moving ſtrains : . 
Till the gay hour is quite died in biin owl ahi 

In ecſtacy of revel, all-unknown © DIAG £671 
To lean-lbok'd Temperance, II 

Proc. Come en then, Medov. * Wy Nt, 

A very dream of being: and when death 

Has quench'd this finer flame that moves the heart, 
Beyond is all oblivion, and waſte night YT2324THTE RS | 
That knows no following dawn, where we ſhall be 

As we bad never been. The Preſent hen 
Is only ours : and ſhall we let it fn. 
Untafted,' unenjoy'd?” Noz let u mn. 
Hail we the riſing ſhade: pare pe, * 
Leads on the ſecret hour of free delight. 5 
With wanton gayety, in naked Nute; 
Let Maße, Mirth, and Love around us wr wilt: - AI 
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EURYD 5 2 


ACT I. SCENE I 


| The ſcene a rocky coaſt, terminated 5 4 
view. of the ocean. 


PERIANDER ahne. 


Fasnet Wd Win 
Amid the broken windings of theſe rocks 
I wander on forlorn, and find no place 
To truſt my head, or reſt my weary ſteps. 
orror purſues me cloſe, In each low blaſt, 
And murmur of the main, methinks I hear 
The murderous ſpies of Procles at my heels. | 

Thou mournful Queen of heaven! and you dread * 

Gods! 
Who rule the fearful ſecreſy of night: 
Behold me here, the ſport of human * | 
A nameleſs wretch, a ruine hardly fav'd - 
From the devouring deep. There my laſt hopes, ,;_ 
My great revenge lies buried. — Is there more? ; 
Away, away; a Traitor fills my throne, ; 
Triumphant in his crimes: and I the while 
Roam here a midnight fugitive. Yet this, 
All this I could have borne. He was my foe, 


The jealous rival of my power—But thou, 
In whom my ſoul had treaſur'd up her heaven, 


26  EURFDECE N 
Friendſhip, and faith, and love, E urydice as 
Thou to betray me 

[Vetting himſelf fall againſt the l 
Ha! by the moon's {ad beam, I can deſcry * 
The towers that hold this author of my ſhame— 
Nay, Procles too, perhaps—and may not he, 
Even now—confuſion ! death]! he may, he does 
Invade my bed—O hell! ſhe ſmiles to hear 
The ſtory of my fate And now they give 
A looſe to impious Joys. — All- ſeeing Powers! 
And does your vengeance ſlumber? Are your bolts 
Reſerv'd for me alone? — Ha !— yet 'tis juſt. 
Conſcience, that in the day of fortune's favour, 
Securely ſlept, now rouſes into ſtrong 
And dread conviction of her crime. I broke 
The ſacred oath ſworn to a dying father, 
To free my country from her chains. My ſoul 
Shakes, as I roll this thought. O Providence! 
Awfully juſt, tho Guilt may ſhut her eye, | 
Thine ever wakes to mark, to trace, to puniſh ! 
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SCENE UI. 
PerIANDER, LEONIDAS. 


HIS way a diſtant ſound alarm'd my ear. 
Broken it ſeem'd to be; the voice of 
. mourning, | 
And deep diſtreſs. Methought it roſe Juſt he 
From theſe deaf-ſounding cliffs. But all is ſtill ! 
Save the hoarſe deep yet working from the ſtorm 
Some Power direct my ſteps where I may find, 


Leon. 


By. 
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By this faint moon-light, my lov'd Maſter's corpſe, 
To fave his ſacred reliques from the rage 
Of brutiſh tyranny. — Ha ! what art thou? 
A man, or fear-form'd Shadow of the night? 

Periand. Leonidas ! 

Leon. The ſame. But ſpeak again. 

Periand. Leonidas! » 

Leon. Ha! can it be, ye Powers! 
My royal Lord? 


| Periander coming 6 


A wretch that has no name. 
Leon. Oh all ye Gods! may I believe my ſenſes? 
*Tis he! my Prince! — Juſt heaven, to thee I kneel, 
And thus adore thy gracious providence. 
"Tis moſt amazing | ' 
Periand. Riſe, Le ö 
I am beneath thy care. Thou ſeeſt me here 
The laſt of men, caſt off by all good Powers; 
Sav'd from the deep to be more loſt on ſhore. N 
Leon. My king and maſter, tho my heart bleeds 
in me | 
With all your mighty ills, I muſt 8918 ; | 
Bleſs that good heaven whoſe providence has ſav d you. 
"Tis great! *tis wond'rous all! But how, oh how 
Have you eſcapꝰd the Tyrant's jealous ſearch ? 
His guards with ſtrict ſurvey rang'd every cliff. 0 
And hollow of theſe rocks. | | 
Periand. I'll tell thee then. | 
We were in fight of Corinth, when at once 
Broad darkneſs hid che ſky: at once the winds 
Roar'd with mad bluſter o'er us, and the ſeas 
In rowling mountains roſe. A ſtorm;ſo fierce, 
So big with ruine, baffled. our beſt ſxill. 


Deſpair ſtruck every heart. The ſhip ran round 3 
. * K B 2 In 
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In giddy whirls, and bulg'd on ſome hid rock. 
O diſmal moment ! ſtill meth inks I hear | 
The general, dying ſcream of multitudes 
Juſt drowning in th* abyſs. Tow yoor's thing 
Is a King then, Leonidas ! I graſpꝰd 
A floating wreck, the big ſea roaring round me, 
And burſting o'er my head ; but, bury'd deep 
Beneath the whelming tide, at once I loſt 
The light of heaven and life. A wave it ſeems 
Lodg'd me within a cavern's ſecret depth, 
Near yon tall mountain. 
Leon. Miracle of fate! 
Sure God's immediate hand conduRed it, 
Severely merciful. — How ſhall I tell 
What pangs, what agonies of ſoul I felt 
At ſight of your ſad 75 97 But, Sir, the Prince, 
What of his fate ? | 
Periand. I know not what to think: 
But to be mine, it ſeems, is to be wretched. 
Half of my fleet, yet riding in the port, 
J left to his command, but with fri charge 
To fail a few hours after. Twere in vain 
© To tell thee now the reaſon of my order. 
This ſtorm, I fear, may have ſurpriz'd him too, 
Unhappy boy! ' 
Leon. Your own eſcape, my Lord, 
So full of wonder, and beyond all hope, 
Inclines me to ſtrong faith that heaven is ſtill 
Concern'd for your affairs. —But to behold you, 
So late the firſt and happieſt of mankind, 
Alone and wandering here at the dead hour; 
No roof, but heaven's high cope to ſhelter you; 
No couch, but this unhoſpitable earth 
To reſt your brine-drench'd limbs = it kills my heart. 


Curſe on the — 
Periand. 


4 


@ 
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Periand. Prithee think me not 5 


a 80 poorly ſoul'd to ſloop beneath the preſſure 
Of Fortune's handi That were to merit it. 


But there is ſtill behind—O death to honour ! 
One cruſhing blow that lays me low indeed ! 


| That finks me in the duſt! 2 85 


Lean. What do I hear f. 
Your words amaze me. 
Surely thou art no ſtranger to my thought. 
Procles=Eurydice——Wilt thou not ſpeak 
To fave my ſhame. Say, tell me what thou know ſt 
Of that bad woman. 

Leen. With ſuch watchful care ; 
The Tyrant's truſted ſpies obſerve her ſteps, _ 
That till this fatal evening, when by order 
Of Procles, I inform'd her of your death, 

I have not ſeen her once. | 

Periand. Juſt what I fear'd. 
That guilty ſecreſy was well contriv'd 


To cover crimes too foul for honeſt eyes, 


And heaven's fair light to ſee, None, none but Procles. 
Could gain admittance: and to him my gates, | 
My fortreſs, nay my bed itſelf was open ! | 
Leon. O wrong her not, my Lord. Had you but ſeen 
With what convulſive pangs of heart-felt anguiſh, 
What bleeding agonies, ſhe heard the tale 
Of your imagin'd death, your ſoul would melt 


In pity of her woes. This Procles too 


Call'd down each Power of heaven to witneſs for him, 
He meat her fair. Hers was the common cauſe 
Of kings, he ſaid; whoſe place and honour bound em 
To ſcourge rebellion, in whatever ſhape, 
Wherever found. And then what was her ftate ? 
Death in his ghaſtlieſt form, devouring famine, 

| B 3 Hung 
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| Hung inſtant o'er her head. O think of this, 
And add not to her wrong. 
Periand. Ha! wrong her, ſay it thou? 

Anſwer me: has ſhe not entaibd diſgrace, 

And vileneſs on my name? Has ſhe not made me 
The laughter of my foe, the ſcoff of Procles ? 

O curſe! is there in all the wrath of heaven 

A plague, a ruine, like that infamy ! 

Wrong her—I am too well inform'd of all; 

Too certain of the bluſhful Rain that cleaves 

To me and mine for ever ! 

Leon. Ah, my Lord, 
By all good Powers, by your eternal quiet, 
I beg you hear me 
Periand. J have heard too much, 

Too much, juſt Gods! to hope for quiet more. 
Thoſe fates inexorable, that purſue 

My life with utmoſt rigor, would not ſpare me . 

The knowledge of my ſhame. From my beit friend 
Bluſhing I learnt it. But haſt thou cer felt 

That heart of anguiſh ſtab'd by murderous fears, 
And ſhuddering with ten thouſand mortal thoughts! 
That tempeſt of the ſoul that knows no calm; 
Toſling from love to hate, from doubt to rage, [ 
To raving agony! ! 6 00 \ 

Leon. Alas! my Lord, | 
Truſt me, I weep to hear ſo fad a tale. 
Periand. T'll tell thee all! for oh! my ſoul is full, 

And muſt have vent. My aking memory, 
Still fruitful to my torture, brings again | 
Thoſe days, thoſe months of horror I have known. 
Abandon'd to diſtraftion, I renounc'd _ 
The commerce of mankind. I ſought to vent 

My ravings in the wildneſs of the woods: 

To hide my ſhame in their profoundeſt night. { 

ak The 
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The morn ſtill brought it back : the midnight-ſhade 


Could not conceal it. Her lone echoes groan'd _ 
Unceaſing with my pangs: and her ſad Shoſts, 
Forbid to reſt even in the grave, in me 
Beheld a ſoul more loſt, more curſt, than they. 
Leon. O Sir, no more 
Periand. When I call'd back paſt time, 
Life's vernal ſeaſon, the ſoft hours of peace 
And unſuſpecting love; our growing joys 
In rearing one lov'd ſon; that heaven of bliſs 
Which princes ſeldofh find, and was all ours; 
My ſoul dy'd in me. Solitary, wild,. 
I wept, I groan'd, in bitterneſs of heart. 
But when eurſt Procles flaſh'd on my remembrance, 
My known, my deadly foe——that he of all, 


That he had made Mr vile! *twas then, "tis now 


Rage, fury, madneſs.—You at laſt arrous'd me- 
To thoughts of vengeance. With all ſpeed I aid, ; 


Feeding my frenzy with the gloomy joy 
Of ſtabbing the betrayer in her arms; 
Of plunging both to hell - but this-curk form! 
Theſe treacherous waves 

Leon. Ve Gods! what have T heard! 
Alas! alas! all waves, all ſtorms are calms. 
To Jealouſy. O my lov'd Lord, beware 
Of that deſtroyer, that ſelf-torturing fiend, 
Who loves his pain, and feeds the cruel cares 
That prey upon his life ; whoſe frantick eye 
Is ever open, ever prying round 
For what he dreads to find. By all moſt dear 
And inward to my foul, I think the Queen 
As pure as Truth herſelf. This is, by heaven, 


Some dark-laid treachery, the crime of Procles. Fa 


Periand. of * Prockes, lay ft thou? 


* * 


„ 
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Leon. 
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Leon. Oh you know him not. 
Luſt and ambition are not all his guilt. 
But now's no time, my Lord, 
For farther talk. I tremble for your life. 
This place is hoftile ground: and Danger here 
May find us out, tho' ſhrouded round with night. 
Hence let us fly, where I may lodge you ſafe 
In ſome obſcure retreat; till pitying heaven 
Unravel this perplexity of ills, 
And point us what to do. 
Periand. Thou good old man K 
By heaven, thy matchleſs honeſty and truth 
Half reconcile me to diſgrace and ruine. 
Yet bluſhing let me tell thee all my folly 
Might I but ſee Eurydice.—Nay ſtart not: 
I know tis baſe. I know ſhe is heneath 
My cooleſt ſcorn. I hate and curſe this weakneſs. 
Yet let me fee her If ſhe ſtill has kept 
Her faith inviolate; fallen as I am, 
My ruine will be light. If otherwiſe, 
To know the worſt will be ſoft ſoothing eaſe 
To this hot hell of doubt. 
| Leon, I wiſh you, Sir, 
To weigh the certain peril that attends 
This raſh adventure. Should, which heaven avert, 
Should Procle guards diſcover you, oh think 
What muſt enſue! Think, in your fate, the Queen 
And Prince both ruin'd ! 
Periand. But my Genius prompts. 
Fate calls; and I muſt on. No face of danger 
Can be ſo dreadful as the vultur-thoughts 
That gnaw my heart-ſtrings. But we both are ſafe. 
The moon withdraws her light: and who will dream 
Of finding Periander in this ruſſet? 
1 nn. I threw around me ; 
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Ta hopes my vulgar fate, N Ren I periſh'd, 

Might ever reſt unknown i and Procles till = 

Sit trembling on his throne—Byg hark, what ſounds?” 
Leon. The Tyrant thus diſhouburs fortune's favour. 

By this mean pomp and triumph—Yet tis well. 

Now Riot rules the hour, and watchful Order 

Reſigns his poſt to diſſolute Security. 

We now may paſs unqueſtion'd. Come, my Lord. 

This way our path lies. May ſome friendly God 

Walk with us, and throw tenfold darkneſs round. 


* 


e 0 % 177. 
A 


.-. 


-_ 0 \\ G » ” b 
2 N N — 


SCENE m 


Eux ric aline. 

Night of ruine, horror, and deſpair! 

Walks there beneath thy univerſal ſhade. 
A wretch like me undone? All-ruling Gods! 
Why have I liv'd to this? Why was my crime- 
| Viſited on the guiltleſs head? on him 
For whom my ſoul would have met death with joy ?* 
Where ſhalt I turn my eyes? What hope remains. 
To miſery like mine? Oh! I amloſt 
Beyond the hand of heaven to ſave me now. 
Ce OO 


\ 


SCENE W. 
Evuxyvpics, MiLlissa. 
Meli. Racious Gods 


Defend my royal Miſtreſs! As Lwatch'd' 
3.5 


Wich- 
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Without for good Leonidas, this moment 

1 ſaw the Tyrant croſs the lower court, 

Preceded by his Minion: as new riſen | 
From the mad midnight's feaſt ; his wanton robe” 
Looſe-flowing from behind, and on his head 

A feſtal wreath of roſes—Ah ! he's here. 
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SCENE x. 


PrOCLEs, EuryDICE, MEL 155A, Mzepon. 


Proc. HY young-ey'd God of wine! parent of joys ? 
Frolic, and full of thee (while the cold ſons 


Of Temperance, the fools of thought and care, 
Lie firetch'd in ſober ſlumbers) we, the few 4 
Of purer flame, exalt each living hour 
With pleaſures ever new. Eurydice 
Thou queen of ſouls! thou rapture of my vows ! 
What means this penſive mood? O quench not thus 
In fruitleſs tears thoſe eyes, that wont to ſmile 
With all Love's ſweetneſs, all his dewy beams, 
Diffuſing life around thee. 

- Euryd. Hence, thou tyrant, 
And leave me to my ſorrows. IIls like mine 
Would draw remorſe and reverence from the ſavage, 
Who howls with midnight wolves amid the deſart 
In queſt of horrid prey. What then art thou? 
Whoſe brutal rage adds bitterneſs to woe, 
And anguiſh to the un heart! 

Proc. Tis well. 
Yet have a care: my temper but 311 brooks 
Upbraiding now, Be wiſe, and timely ſeize 


The 
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The minute * godd fortune, that 5 me | 
Invites thee to be bleſt. | F 
Euryd. Talk' ſt thou of bis: e 
Thou bane of all my happineſs! Caft back, 
Caſt back thy guilty eyes, and view the crimes 
Thy ſoul ſtands eharg d with: view my bleeding wrongs, , 
Inſult, impriſonment, diſhonour, ruine ! : 
All, all this guilt is thine—but heaven will find thee. . 
Thoſe Gods whom thou haſt proudly ſet at nought, 
Will call thee to a dreadful reckoning. 
Proc. No. 4 
The Gods and J are friends: they crown my cauſe 
With their beſt favour. Come, be thou too mine, 1 
And imitate the great example ſet thee. . 
Euryd. Thou vain and K. 2 in bi The righteous. 
Gods, 
Oft, in their anger, cloathe the worſt of men. 
With all the pride of fond proſperity, | 
To make his fall more terrible. 
Proc. Confuſion! * ? 
Sill wayward and * then this vel: 
Theſe ſupple, fawning arts. By all th' impatience. | 
That goads my foul,” I will not flatter more. 
Know thou art in my power, and — 
Euryd. Tyrant, no. 
I ſcorn thy baſe unmanly threats—Ah heaven! 
Doſt thou look calmly on ?—But be it ſo. 
This friendly dagger ſets me fre. 
Leg to fab, ber Fe 
Proc. Ha! what, 


What means thy frantic paſſion ? > "This 3 is wildocks,. 
TY extravagance of female wilfulnefſs. 

It muſt not be: you ſhall be gently fore d. 

To live, and to be happy. | 


* 9 
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SCENE VI. 
Euxynicr, PaoCLBs, an Offer, c. 


Of. CIR, forgive 

This rods inten, What I bring imports 
Your preſent ear. As now I walk'd the round 
Of this wide fort, where the fteep-winding path 
Ends at the northern gate, I ſpy'd a ſtranger, 


Wo ſought to lie conceal'd. Forthwith I rous'd 


The neareſt watch; and, ere he was aware, 
Surrounded him at once. His ſullen ſilence, 
And hands oft rais d to heaven with earneſt action, 
Convince me he is of no common note. 
leb. 


o 
PxERIANDER guarded, Eux DIE, PROCLES, Qt. 


aun ye Powers [Lade 
Periand. Ha! poiſon tomy eyes! [2d 
Proc. 1 know him not. | 
His dreſs is poor, and ſpeaks him of the vulgar. 
He ſeems to labour with ſome ſtormy thought, 


— 


That deeply ſhakes his frame, What art thou? ſay 
Wr 


EURYDICE. 

Why at this hour of filence lingring here? 
Ha! ſpeak, reſolve me; or the rack ſhall ter 
Confeflion from thy pangs. | — 
Periand. Fate, thon haſt caught me! 
. 


Then ſee beſore thee 
The man on earth whom thou haſt injur'd moſt. 
If guilt can know remorſe, ms ſay el; 


At fight of Periander ? 
Proc. Periander! 


Euryd. Now, now, we boch are ruin d. 
Proc. Heaven, I thank thee. 
I form'd. but one ſupreme, one crowning wiſh, * 
And thou haſt heard it! IRR 00p G08 png 
Euryd. ©! my lov'd Lord | 
Periand. Thou end no mers betray me. 
For thee, my ſoul ſtill unſubdu d and free, 
Prac. Vet thou. art fallen ä 
Beneath my wrath, the vaſſal of my nod, 
To be chaſtis'd for mirth—Guards, drag him hence, 
( LN: 
Periand. Away, 
Unkingly boaſter. Can proſperity 
Debaſe thee to the cowardice of inſult ? 
Thy brutal manners well revenge me on thee : 
ee 
Th' immortal mind, thy madneſs cannot reach: 
Thy whips and racks can there impreſs no wound, 
And for this weary carcaſs in thy power, | 
It is beneath my care. Lead to my dungeon. 
Chains, ſcourges, torture, all that Nature feels, | 
Or fears abhorrent, cannot ſhock my thought I-78 
„ and that vile Woman's. O. 
SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


Evaroen, PrxocLts, MzrissA, Mbox. 
Euryd. lord, my huſband, ſtay— Oh bear me! 


hear me—— 
Shame ! rage ! diſtraction N 4 of” 
_PII follow him to death. 
1 Proc. No. By the joys 
1 That ſwell my ſoaring thought, you ſtiall not ſcape me. 
1 
| 


N — 2 
£ Row — 
Jn — _ 
- ace, 


Revenge and love combine to crown this night 
With matchleſs bliſs. © ke 
Euryd. Inhuman ! haſt thou eyes? 
Haſt thou a heart? and cannot all this wreck 
Of ruin'd majeſty, ruin'd by thee, 
i Move one relenting thought, and wake thy pity ?. 
bY. He feels not what I ſay : repeated crimes 
1 Have ſavag'd his remorſeleſs ſoul.— Hear then, 7 
Almighty Jove ! behold, and judge the cauſe | 
Of Periander ! number all his wrongs 
In plagues, in horrors 
Proc. Ha! by hell, this raving 
But wings his fate. Since thy fond folly weds thee- 
To ruine with this rival, know he dies; 
This very night he dies. Thro' him I mean | 
To wound thy heart indeed. Thou ſhalt behold him 
When the rack ſtretches ſtrong his rending joints 
Burſts all his veins, and hunts the flying foul _ 
Thro' every limb. Then, when convulfive agony. 
Grins, hideous in his face, mangled and bleeding, 
In the laſt throes of death, thou ſhalt behold him. 
Burge: 
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Euryd. It is not to be borne! My life dies in me 
At the deſtroying thought Ah ſtay thee, Proclermnnnr _ 

Aſſit me, pitying Heaven Bee then, behold me ,_ 

Thus proſtrate at thy feet. If yet thou haſt not 

Renounc'd all manhood, feeling, and remorſe, 

Spare me his life; fave A that: all elſe, 

His crown, his throne be thine. Deen?” 

Thy words are loſt in air; N W d . 1 
Euryd. Nay hear me, Procles. © 

As is thy hope in heaven's forgiving goodneſs,. 123 

Shat not thy heart againſt the cry of miſery. 

Baniſh us any whither; drive us out © 

To ſhame, want, beggary, to every wee 

That moſt embitters life I yet will bleſs thee,.. _ 

Forget my crying wrongs, and own thee merciful. ; 

Procles afide, and pauſing. . 

This woman fools my rage but to reſolve, 

No—yes: it ſhgll be ſo. Riſe then, and learn 

Thy triumph o'er my ſoul. Yes he ſhall live,, - 

This Periander whom I deadly hate. | 

Nay more, he ſhall be free. Leonidas, 

With fuch ſafe conduct as thyſelf ſhalt name, 

Attends him to our kingdom's fartheſt limit. 

This, in the ſight of Jove the ſupreme Lord, 

I ſwear to do; ſo thou at laſt conſent _. 

To meet my love Ha! what! and doſt thou frown > 

Weigh well what J propoſe; for on my ſoul, 

His life, or death, awaits thy next reſolve. 


* 


SCENE 
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HEN RY, Pd. 


% 


. 


Eux ric, MEL15sA. 

Euryd. Hen kill me firſt—He's gone ! and now, ye 
Gods, 

Is there among the wretched one ſo loſt, 
So curſt as I? O ſcene of matchleſs woes ! 
O Periander! wert thou ſav d for this? 
Ye holy Powers in heaven! to whom belongs 
The fate of. vertue, and redreſs of wrongs,. 
Aſſiſt, inſpire me how to fave his life; 
Or to th unhappy huſband join the wife. 


The End of the Second ct. 
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ACT m vouks & 
Euxypicte, MzrIss A. 


MELISSA. 
* HIS chearleſs morning riſes low and ſad | 


* 


Ae the dept hoverag nhgheof ip 


Of Nature is leſs gloomy than my foul : 
All there is darkneſs and diſmay. Ah me! 
Was ever night, Meliſſa, like the laſt 
A night of many terrors, many deaths! 
How has my ſoul out-liv'd it? But, great Gods! 
Can mortal ſtrength, can human vertue bear 
What Periander feels? In one day's courſe 
Wreck'd, made a captive, ſunk into a dungeon, 
To die or live as his curſt foe decrees! | 
Diſtraction's in the thought. And what can I 
To ſave his ſacred life? - 
Ha! is it heaven bn 
That darts this ſudden light into my ſoul ? 
This glimpſe of dawning hope ? — It ſhall-be try'd. 
Yes, yes, ye Powers! my life and fame ſhall both 
Be offer'd up to ſave his dearer life. 
Meliſ. Alas, what mean you, Madam? 


Euryd: 
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Euryd. Mean, Meliſſa ? 
To do a noble Juſtice on myſelf; 
A deed for which, in nations yet. unborn, 
Chaſte wives and matrons ſhall renown my name. 
I have wrong'd my husband greatly, and I mean; 
Ample atonement of my guilty weakneſs. 
Go then, Meliſſa 
Meliſ. Whither muſt I go? 
I tremble at your words. 
Euryd. Vet it ſticks here,” 
This fatal purpoſe. Can | leave behind me 
A doubtful name, - inſulted, wounded, torn. 
By cruel Calumny ?: I can; I dare 
Throw off the woman, and be deaf to all 
Thoſe nicer female fears that call ſo loud, 
Importunate, and urging me to live 
Till I may clear my truth from all ſurmize. 
Go then, and in my name Tis worſe than e 
To utter it but go, inform the Tyrant, 
So Periander lives, and is ſet free, . 
I yield me to his wiſh. 
Meliſ. Forbid it heaven 


Ewryd, Thou eau: virtuous maid ! Know en 


my laſt, | 
My fix'd reſolve. ' By this Is mean to ne | 
His brutal hopes, and fave me from his violence,.. 
Till Periander is beyond his reach. 4 
Then, if he till dare urge his impious purpoſe, | 
A dagger ſets me free. This arm at laſt 
Shall do me tight on him, myſelf, or both. - 


SCENE 
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SCENE HL. 
EUrYDICE, 1 8 


Euryd. OY / * 
Ah Madam! 
Earyd. Dare I aſk T0 
Where Periander is——ah where indeed? 
Chain'd'in a dungeons airleſs depth, amid | 
Foul damps, and loneſome darkneſs! Oh ca thought 


Draws blood from my torn heart. 
Leon. Juſtice divine | A* A 
In thy great day of viſitation, „ een 7 


This man of blood. O let him feel the hand x 
He dares to disbelicve. To all his counſels F 
Send forth, in thy juſt wrath, that fatal Spirit 
Of error and illuſion, that foreruns 
The fall of guilty kings. * 
N morning dawn. 
Soft to the diſmal dungeon's mouth I ſtole, 
Where, by the glimmerings of a dying lamp, 
I ſaw my great unhappy Maſter laid 
On the cold earth along r 
Euryd. O hide the ſad 
The fatal image from me. The dire thought 
Will run me into madneſs. 
Leon. Yet even there, * 
Where pale Diſmay, the priſoner's drear aſſociate, 
Sits ever ſad and ſleepleſs, he'cquld reſt. 
Superior to the cruel fate that cruſh'd him, — 
He ſlept as deep as Indolence on down. 
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Theſe eyes beheld it: and 1 would not break 
His wiſh'd repoſe, but fix d in ſilent wonder, 
Staod weeping O er the fight. 
Euryd. Ah me! my life 
Flows out at every word: What's to be done ? 
Leon. Madam, I ſet my all at ſtake for him. 
Old as I am, and broken with the load 
Of threeſcore years, what is a life like mine, 
But as it may be uſeful to my Maſter ? 
Already the fad people know his fate: 
And I, by faithful hands, will try to rouze- 
Their pity firſt, and next their rage. No hour, 
No moment ſhall be loft. - 
Furyd. Fhou good old man 
What words can ſpeak thy worth? Fair loyalty 
And faith inviolate, which ſeem'd quite loſt 
Among mankind, live in thy vertuous boſom: 
Leon. No more of this, my Queen, Might I but ſee 
This haughty Tyrant, in ſome guilty hour | | 
Of inſolence-and' riot, when his pride 
Plumes all her vaineſt wiſhes, hurl'd at once | 
To ruine unforeſeen ; my labours then, 
My ſervices were greatly over-paid. 
Euryd. Heaven hear thy pious wiſh. I too the while, 
To ſave my husband's life, have been contriving 
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SCENE iii. 
ProOCLEs, Ma pon, LeoNniDas. 


. Old thyſelf 
| Prepar'd, Leonidas : T muſt employ thee , 
In an affair of weight. [Leonidas withdraws. 


Methinks I droop 
With more than wonted heavineſs of heart. 
But I will ſhake it off, and to the winds 
Give every thought of care. Tis only fondneſs, 
And fancy ſick with hope. Eurydice , 
Bends to my wiſhes: and, in her, I hope 
That heaven imagin'd, that ſole bliſs, which yet 
n | 

Med. It moves my wonder 
To ſee your love thus wedded to one boſom : 
While all around bright crouds of rival beauties 
Practiſe each art of charming, look, and talk, 
And live for you alone. 

Proc. Alas, my friend, | 
Poor is the triumph over hearts like theſe : 
This hour they pleaſe us, and the next they pall. 
But to ſubdue the pride that ſcorns to yield ; 
To fill th? unwilling breaſt with ſighs and longing, 
With all the ſoft diſtraction of fond love, 
Even while it ſtrives againſt th' invading victor, 
And wonders at the change; that, that is conqueſt ! 
The plume of pleaſure! ind from her alan 
A glory to be won. | ; 
Med. Well, may you find 
Ta this proud ar o that enchant youths, 
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Whate'er Imagination's fondeſt eye 
Beholds in rapturous viſion ; or young Love 
In all his wantonneſs of power can give. 
But yet, forgive your ſervant's forward zeal, 
Mean you to keep the ' Promile you din made her? 
Proc. I do. 
Med. How Sir ! what ſet her Aut free ? 
Proc. I mean no leſs. 
Med. Your pardon, Sir: tis well. 
But have you calmly weigh'd in Reaſon's ſcale 
The certain conſequence? Set free your rival! 
A ſoul made furious with his mighty wrongs ; 
Boiling with hate, rage, jealouſy, revenge ; 
With the full-gather'd ſtorm of deadly paſſions ! 
'The Gods forbid it, Sir——And all to dry 
A froward woman's tears ! 
Proc. No, no, my friend; 
Nor liberty nor life ſhall long be his: 
I never meant him either; but my faith 
Is paſs'd to ſet him free. By that alone 


The haughty Queen was overcome: and I 
Wil keep th illuſive promiſe to her ear, 


But break it to her hope. 

Med. As how, my Lord? 

Proc. Such inbred enmity my ſoul bears his 
As Nature does to ruine; to the grave, 
Where the whole man deſcends to riſe no more. 
Hear then what I intend. Thou know'ſt the fortreſs, 
That guards our frontier on the Theban ſide. 
That way our foe muſt paſs ; but thou ſhalt firſt. 
Poſt thither on the ſpur with wary ſpeed : 
And with a choſen band, drawn from the fort, 
Way-lay him on the farther hill, cloſe couch d 
In the deep covert of thoſe pendant woods, 5 


That ſhade the path below. 


Med. 
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Med. Conclude it done. l 
Sleep ſhall not know my eyes, till his are clog'd 

In everlaſting night. As to his Priſon 
J waited him, he call'd me minion, ſlave, 
A traitor's paraſite; the baſe-ſoul'd' miniſter _ N 
Of his looſe pleaſures: and T will repay him 
For each opprobrious name, a mortal ſtab. 
Yes, he ſhall feel his fate. Inſult. and-taunt, 
Embittering every blow, ſhall mock his pangs, 
And give him ſevenfold death. 

Proc. So, now to try 2. 
This Periander thoroughly. Go, Medon, 
Command him hither. 


— 


- 


J TE Nee 
— I,” - \ - 


SCENE IV. 
Pxocrzs alone. 

9. 1% 8 | 

His laſt night's haughty look and antam'd TY 

It baffles my revenge, and I ſtill miſs ge 1/5 

My nobleſt triumph; for I meant to bend him 

To baſe dejection, and to feaſt my ſcorn © 

With his pale cheek and ſupplicating eye. 5 

But I will hunt this pride thro each receſs, .) 

Each cloſer folding of the ſoul, till deer 

Have ſunk him to my wiſh. — Thou Jealouſy ! ! 

Almighty tyrant.of the human mind, 

Who canſt at will, unſettle the calm, brain, 

O'erturn the ſeated heart, and ſhake the man 

Thro' all his frame with tempeſt and diſtration; 

Riſe to my preſent aid; call up thy Powers, 

Thy furious ſears, thy blaſts of dreadful paſſion, 117 
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Thy whips, ſnakes, mortal ſtings, thy hoſt of horrors 3 
Rouſe thy whole war againſt him, and compleat 


SCENE V. 


— 


Who thus diſpenſe our 
And vindicate their juſt 
2% Pt Be more calm. 
Tue noble mind meets every 
Unrufied and ſerene. I, tho thy foe, 
Perhaps may mean thee good. 

Periand. Such good the Tyger, 
Hungry for death and ſlaughter, means his prey. 
Bat know my ſoul receives with equal ſcorn 


Thy hate and 


chance of fortune, 


By thy ſuperior ſword, or nobler deed: - -...... ,, 


It was the guilt of fate! 
Proc. Call weitlo. 

At leaſt tis well thou muſt of force acknowledge 

Thy crown, thy liberty, thy life and death, 

Hang on my nod. I can diſpoſe of ali 

As likes me beſt. 39299 
Periand. Ha! doſt thou boaſt of that? 

But thou wilt never know how poor a purc 


I power and empire gain d for werte lat. , 
| roc. 


My purpos'd vengeance. — But he oomes to prove it. 


* 
= 


*. 


BURYDECE. 4% 
Prof. And yet, methinks Treat the ai Ferenics ce plain 
In thee and me. Thy vertue'andthele wat 
I weigh in equal ſcale againſl the crown nm __ ; 
And ſceptre of fair Corinth ; und while theſe, v 
The glorious aim of each great heart that dares * 


Beyond the narroꝶ ſphere of earth-borh ſpiritss 


While theſe are mine, T'envy nat thy tribe "— Tix 

A ſound, an empty name. 2 9 GR 4. | a wart 
Periand. It joys my ſoul 90 ni bun in 1 7 gg 6 

To find the man, who bears the mortal Hate,” © 


At war too with the gods. ace 5 
Had not vain ſortune made thee blind, the thought _ 

Would change thy purple to the mourner's fack-cloath. 
What are thy glorious acts? Thou haſt'undone 


A woman, weak and worthleſs. = Yes, ye Powers! 


This heroe, this fair Warrior, well” deſerv'd. 
To fill my vacant ſeat : he won it nobly ! 5 2 
Diſſembling, perjury, the coward's arms 2 


With theſe he fought his vertuous way to * IT | 
Thou ſeeſt I know the. 3 


Fruc. Daſt thou preach to nme 
The pedant - maxims of thoſe ſons 1 earth, dba 
Whom the groſs vulgar fondly*tidte wife? 
Slaves, who to {hides/ahid ſolitude 'bondemn'd, © (Rc 
Pine there with aU-ſhun'd Peruity and Scorn; © BT 4 


A monarch is above them, and takes counſel 5 


Of his unbounded will, and high ambition, 

That counts the world his own.” 1 ever held thee | 
My foe, my deadly bane { and againitfuch; 5 bo 
Force, fraud: Fitts, ure lawfuf, I have won,” ** 
And mean Welk thy eto.” * Thou mayꝰſt evt ; 
Seek ſome vile cell but, and grow poorly old” 


Amid che raking iibe if moraliſts. 

Persian. Thro' this falſe face of arrogance, 1 read 

Thy heart of real mY and ae 
ö Heuer 


* 
129 4 
- 
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Hence all theſe coward - boaſts. The truly brave, - 
Invincible to pride and fortune s flattery, 
Know neither fear, nor inſult. — But L would not, 
As thou ſurmizeſt, dream out uſeleſs life. 
In Sloth's unactive couch. Nay I could tell thee, 
That tho' I ſhun thy ſhameful ways of conqueſts : 
Still heaven-born glory, won by vertuous deeds,, 
Has been my fair purſuit : e | lock. her | 
In toils of war, and in the nobler.field W © 
Of Juliet, pants. {HEINE Nene a 
' __ Pree. My foul longs + wy = 
To geore thy highe daring, and to meet thee | 7] 
Amid the din and peril of the battle. 
Thy life is in thy hand: thou art no longer 
 Ounpriſoner,.. 'T his moment ſets thee free. 
Periand. How ba thou dare cad 4 4 
thee there, 
In open day, and honourable arms, | 
Oppoſing war to war, as monarchs ſhould ; 
I would forgive thee all, my crown uſurp'd, 1} 
E NEED AIION Hogg 7 "Its 
The fears that haunt thy foul— | * 
1 off his fetters. | : [7 Medon, 
To gam the. pellaner io. con kingalom's Homer. e 
There he ſhall leave him free to chuſe what courſe 
His fancy moſt affects. 
Periand. What means all this? 5 boca 
Dazes Quite thontn ent an daft than, 
The man whom act of thine ſhall never win 
To owe thee. aught but deep and deadly hate? 
Proc. Go, ſee my orders inſtantly perſormd-. 
Periand. And is it ſo--I — [i 
Say, tell me firſt to what is Periander 
Indebted for this freedom 


$5 dd of 6 


Prec. 


N 


Proc „e 0 11 3 er erer 
Suprize thy hopes: 'rwns what I never meant the: 
menen A 
To all her wiſhes, and fill pitys ther“ 
Wich idle blandifunencs extorcl from me | = 
Ammann 1 05 

Periand. Confufion't Pm wits]: 3 

Proc. Thus T3 es my beter mind, a, a 
My mortal enemy. Dut let it peak 0 

be greatneſs of my love: and what dull band, | 
v i erer ö 
Of nuitchlek fene: e 2598 
Periand, Pla 2ues | perdition! bel! 84 12 
Damm d, Ane d rate = Villain, ue . aller 
Thou Fim thee? — 


| | Is 5 £38 
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FT Ave I then liv'd to this? to this confuſſon'? © 
My foe, the man on earth my foul molt hate, 
Rejoices over me: and ſheweven the 

Hath join'd his — — . de 4 
Daughters of hats and bell! arile ase 83 
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Are whirling there, and reaſon is no more. 
Him ! him! a caitif black with every videt-l: 
Debaſe herſelf to him! —the thought is hell? 
Well, well-—and I, how have I doated on her 
Whole years of fondneſs ! cheriſh'd, pleas d, adorn'd her 
With all that love can give Vet ſhe has done this! » 
Confuſion on my folly — Ha! ſhe comes. 
Down, down tempeſtuous ſcul : let me be dumb, © 
And hide this ſhameſul RR cen ene * 


Fo 
£4 2999 
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Euxvpicx, Ne ” | 
um. E muſt not know my ſecret fatal — 
That I am fix'd to die; rn 
Refuſe a life fo dearly ſav'd——And now | 
All Powers that pity human kind aſſiſt me 


In this important hour!?7 ! ©  [Afide.* 
O Periander f {To him 
hy xs e ee * | 

: Periand: Ha! ſee , ' 1 1 "1 1 4 
She comes prepar d. " By hell, he epa he. 14 


My rage will leap all bounds. 
Euryd, My Lord, my Love, 10152 

I know you look on me as on the cauſe, + 
The fatal cauſe of all your ills; too ss 

That gail jy mower Qunonlyeapbaneau tbe Send: 


7 2 


en. 


Why did I ſhrink at ruine ? why not bear 


All pangs, all horrors of beſieging famine? - 
Alas ! my love But your falſe faithleſs CY 


To CDG ee > 4158 2b 
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Periand. No; not they: 
Betrayer! thou alone haſt made me wretched. 
O death to a King's honour ! thou haſt funk u 
Into à proverb of reproach; a word 
For low Contempt, for ribbald Scorn to mock. i at. 
Eu d. Juſt Gods! what means my Lord? 
Periand. Mean! — doſt thou aſk ? | 
Euryd. Heaven! has the Traitor then 
Periand. Ha! does that gaul thee ? | 
Perdition ! Woman! Woman! — Yes, thy minion. 
The vile one, has repaid thy brolcen oath. . 
With well-match'd perjury: has loudly boaſted 
To heaven, and earth, and me, that thou op 


The hated word would choak me! 

Euryd. O dire error! Ak. 
My lord, my only love, by holy faith N 
I never was diſloyal. Rags and penury, | 


Diſeaſe and death, n 
Like that deteſted erime I dare no more. 
O fly, my love; haſte from this fatal place, 
And leave me to my fate. © fave your life 
While yet tis in your power; 

Periand. My life! away. | 
And haſt thou vilely barter'd for that life Rey 
Thy truth, .and my fair fame? By yon bleſt heaven, 
I could have borne all woes that Wretchedneſs - 
Groans under; age, affliction, pining anguiſh : 
And borne them like a man. I could have ſmil'd 
At fortune's keeneſt rancor But to know  _- 
Myſelf deceiv'd in thee! there, there I fink | 
There manhood, reaſon die 

Euryd. O ye juſt Powers! - 

Were ever woes. like mine? What are the whips, 
Rack, engines, all that murderqus Cruelty -  . -- 
Hach yet contriv'd—what are they all to this? 
* C 3 The 


Is EVRY/DICE. 

This infomy that kills the foul ider Þ 

Yet I will bear even this. | | 

Then here, by weeping, — youy 7 

With fireaming eyes, haſte from this fatal place. . 

She wank, 9X wank = and then 

I cannot utter more. 
Periand, And thou cath weep 

Thou crocodile ! Theſe falſe, theſe lying tears 

Are daggers here. I go——But doſt thou hope 

Thy mean diſſimulation hides thee from me > 

Thou haſt diſhonour'd, ruin'd me; and now 

My fight is hateful to thee. 

But fay, tell me [ Returning. 

How have I mericed theſe wrongs of thee? 1 

What was my crime? Can all- Love 

Do more than mine for thee ? = When I call back 

The days that are no more . 

Of happineſs: my ſoul ne'er knew a o 

. Seczing fordnek lalle: © 

Its hopes, its ſears, its wiſhes,. in thy 'boſom, ' 

e 

Thou cauld'ſt forſake me bu. 

Euryd. Oh this is too much! 

Heaven knows I wonld have ded ie Eg un: 

But we will periſh: both; both die together. 

Thy tears diſtract me ; I will tell thee all. 
Perignd. Curſe on this weaknela. I could tear theſe eyes 

From forth their tb Thou exquiſite deceiver 

Hence, . 

And ſtain me with thy blood. 1 
Euryd. O but one moment, 

For mercy's ſake, allow tae ans (hire moment. 
Pzriand. No. In the fight of all-behalling Fore, 

Here I renounce thee. Barmen. 
- on abate 
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*BVRY DICE. 

Buryd. O cruel! cruel! haſt thou caſt me out 
For ever from thy heart? By all our loves. 
By the dear pledge of our unſpoued flames, | 
Grant me one moment. i — 
Here will 1 hang: grow to thy knees—Yes, ſpurn me: 
Drag this bare bleeding boſom on the ground 
Yes, uſe r 

Periand. Away, away. * 

Earyd. Then ide me neee 
m 


Periand. A en Noz I me- 
ditate 5 


C.+ 
A nobler ſacrifice—— {drm of trampets: 
Ha! What is this? * © [ A/arm again. 
Th" alarm is urgent, big with war and dread. 
et Tata 1 55 
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Panrandzr, Euarbicz, Mat 1. 3 


Meliſ. my Lord, | 
Some wonderous birch of fuel five ur 


_ clohng; 

Procks e bates ras his guard: forarm round his, 

Haſte in each ſtep, and fear in every eye. | 

This way too Mads ſpeeds, and in his train 

A gloomy band of ſoldiers: 
Periand. Let him come? 

Nn when to lv i hae 
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* SCENE. 


Pei NDER, Ev RTDICE, . 


Medon at the head of one party who hurry the — 
the Arg; Leonidas —_—— * remove 
the BE. | 

Med. DE e ſecure the . | 

Euryd. What mean'ſ thou, ruffian? 

Muſt we then part ? — Farewel, my Lord, for ever. 

Periand. Thou too, Leonidas | nay then — 


3 = i 


Jove ! 
Eternal and ſupreme, whoſe nod controuls 
The fate of empires ; whoſe almighty hand 0 
Suſtains the weak, and raiſes vertue fallen, 
Now to this royal ſufferer deal thy mercy : 
Aid his juſt arms, and teach mankind to know. 
Thy ſovereign juſtice ſways the world below. 


The End of the Third 48. 
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PEURYDTICE. |. 


AS zn AT may ui mean? Thegloomy bad 

© of ruffians, 

> That bore me hence, vaniſh'd I know - 
6 And bark! no ſound, no breath, of Au 

man voice; 

But all around the depth-of ſelitudel = 1 

A dumb and death- like ſtillneſs My foul tremble: 

And Apprehenſion peoples the lone void | 

With fears of horrid form—But what can fate? 4% 

What can the wrath of all the Gods inflit. rg. "BW 

Beyond what I have known t. 1 W 
Meliſ. My gracious Miſtres, 

This awful moment. is perhaps the cri 

all your future. life. Vour guards fled | "4g 

And late the neighbouring courts were loud — bo 
Which dy'd away in flow and ſullen murmurs. * 
Some turn of ſate is near. 1 Leonidas... | | 
In haſte bore; hence the king, doubtleſs to ſave him. 
Erom his dire foe: or at the people's head 
AR OEY e e 
You to your former 1 31 

ne, Acre * . 
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3 FURYDICE 


Euryd. Alt otherwiſe | 

My thoughts forebode. There is one deadly ill, 

N eee N 

And at the dawn. of day, juſt as theſe Id. 

ReluAant clgy'd to ret, Arpaſia's Shade BOY 

mn 

Pale as the ſhroud that wound her clay. cold limbs ; 

Her eyes fix'd-on me, full and motionleſs, © - - 

Streaming unreal tears. She groan'd, and thrice 

In low, ſad murmurs bade me to her tomb, 

To meet her there and there, in death alone, 

reren. 

Expect repoſe. 

. ._ Meliſ. O no; juſt heaven, 1 hope; 

That ſees your innocence, has yet in ftore 

Much bliſs and many days of peace for you. * 
2 nn 

For ever ſhut againſt the voice of love: 

And can my heart furvive it? Shall T lire 

With publick infamy ? a theme of ſcorn 

To all licentious'tongues ? — 

r 

R244 LI 

;/. Ha! Madam, this way caft your eyes, and fee 
Wit frees ef pars dia} e AA eee: 
Zuryd. Now, r 

Aſkert the cauſe of ri | 

The thanks of tht how gronr ear and oo. | 

This way the combat turns. By all my hopes, 

The Tyrant's party flies. Look, look, Alia, 

Their broken numbers to the fortreſs bend. 2 


_— And now wi age pod they cid then 
That leads to us. n 1 S101 237 | 
Euryd. But who is he, Melia, Tajo, deere 


That like the God of war, flames foremoſt yonder? 


EURY DICE. 59 ) 
See his ſword lighten, und the foe fly featterinmng 
From his tempeſtuous am |—Ha—yes—O heaven! | 
'Tis he, tis he HimſeWf, tis Periander / 5 oft XS 
O miracle! He looks again a monarch, 
Dreadfully glorious. Throw, ye Powers! your ſhic 
Of Providence before him; chin dn all» 
His cauſeleſs wrongs, and do him juſtice now. 

' Meliſ. Ah! Precle comes. ER 


SCENE u 5 


Procuns flatly a pary une leren, 
Mz11584. 


Prec. A Onfafion? all is tat. © |» _— 
J Thar Tres bas undone met nd he 
ſaves, 
The falſe Corinthians, in a moment's flight, 
Threw all their gates wide open to the foe. 

Of hope abandon'd, eee 3 Un 
Ar 
Their boaſted triumph is not yet complet. 
She's mine, ſhe's mine; and I am conqueror ftill ! 
You, bear this m] yeſters gate „ 
Ren 
- Down to the ſouthern ſhore: 1 fail this moment 
For Epidazrus. You, the while make head 
[ro another 
an b pale; aid bes le e . 
Till ſhe's ſecur d. This is my laſt great ſtake, 

Of dearer price than victory. Away. | 
2 I will die fr 08, tle fare. 


6% EURYDICE: 

With your rade touch, the ajety of kin 8 

Ah! heaven * 2488 a 
Proc. IR nr lien e her ing 


SCENE It. 


Forypies, Przoctes, Mbox, Cc. 


Med. I Ndone! undone! The poſtern· gate is ſeiz'd: . 1 
That curſt Leoni da- 
Proc. Ha! ſay ' ſt thou, Medon? 
K. . By hell, dur foes ſurround us on each hand. * 
re taken in the toil, | 
* Unequal Powers! 
And have you then deceiv'd me ? rais'd me high _ 
With traiterous kindneſs, but to plunge me deeper b 1 
In howling deſperation? Does the man, | 
Whom late my foot could ſpurn, behold my fall ?- 
Arnd fall I thus? my great ambition daſh'd ? - 
My love unfatisfy'd ? Shall he yet revel _ 
In-her fond arms, and hear her curſe my name? 
No. Spite of heaven my ruin ſhall be glorious, | 
A pomp of horrors. I will make this dax , | 
For ever mournful to his aking heart. | er HE 
Yes, he ſhall weep in blood amid the ſhouts ( 
Of victory. One blow deſtroys his triumph, 
And levels him at once to my deſtruQion. | 
[he draws a dagger. 
Ewyd. Strike, Tyrant, and anne thy RA 
crimes. 
See, thou pale coward, ſee a woman braves 
Thy guilty dagger. 
Proc. Ha what's this I feel 


BURYDICE. * 
A ſhivering dew of horror ſweats all o'er mel... 8 
Some Power inviſible arrefts my arm 3 1 
I6 is heaven's ſecret hand — But ſhall I loſe. 2 
This only moment? No: be ſtrong my hens. 1 
Be ſhut againſt all human thoughts, and ſcorn .. 
These warnings of * n. a. done... 
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SCENE Iv. 


pol vent and Soldiers, rierte — 
„Tenne Ee. * 1 

Polydore hig hack Procles with bbs ance. - 
993 i: 


Than to permit a liſe ſo much its care 
ran "Secure d Tyrant. = I 
| enn 
My mother! 
Euryd. O my fon! ++ | _— 
Pohd. Tranſporting joy |. + 


Euryd. O exhacy ! and do I ſee thy face? A” | 
And do I hold thee, in my trembling arms? mY 
Thoy. darling ob eee eee 
O thou haſt ſav d us all! 3 

Pohd. This, this is triumpm j 
Lee ene 7 95% 
Was. ever joy ſo full? This feeble am, 

O pride to think Waden rhe Genel Lines. 
From whom I drew my own. 

Euryd.. And is this poſlible ?: 

What ſhall I fay t—But language all is poor: 
To ſpeak the tender yearnings of my ſoul. 


% 


„„ EURYBIGCE 
O Pohdore! did ever parents know | 
Such tranſports as do thine ? — fig 

| Deſerve fo well of Pirehes=Gobd Laas 
I ſaw thee not before i indeed I could not MI 
My eyes, my ſoul, were & clo Erd on him: 
But ſay, redouble this day's bliſs, and fay, 

: Whence this amazing change ? 

Leon. My royal Miſtreſs, . 
The Gods have done this. One half of the Beet, 
As led by their peculiar hand, eſcap'd 
Yeſterday's ruinous ſtorm, and with the dawn 
Enter d the port unſeen ; their ſecret landing 
Beſriended by the morn's wide-hovering miſts. 
Inſtant, inform'd of his great father's fate, 

Your Polydore, this gallnt royal youth, 

Pour'd forth his eager troops; and at their head, 

Swift as heaven's darted fire, "RW Waits CST 

Which opera wide her arms ts take Nu in- . 4 

His fortune ſpeale the reſt. Dade vd v ll c 
 Exryd. O fovereign Goodneſs ! 

Be thine the praiſe: this is thy wonderous work. 

The King, how was he ſavd 7 | 

Leon. Struck with this danger, III 
The D N pdt e 
His ſacred head. I counſer d, new AY 
. i bots to hold him 
As our ſure pledge of ſafety, ſhould ſucceſs 
Deſert our arms. The ov e GS kgs" 
Free from his chains, and foremoſt in the fight—— - 
And hark! theſe joyous trains proclaim his triumph. 

Euryd. Retire, my fon ; I would not meet him here. 
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HE fiee=Fhoa comnl; Guile brine dence that 


| | [edvancng N 

At length the minſare of thy crimes i full: 12. 
Thy high-plum'd pride lies humbled in the du 
And awful Juſtice comes,  arvay'd inter, © = 4 
Thy aka e ee top h 
F | 
Pre. Yet, I will be free, 
And ſoon beyond thy power. Laowing the word, | 
I laugh at all tu come. $:4: ed 

Periand. to Med. Marbles Go wie kms... 
Thou ate. thy Matr's ft, chow her-. 
| (The:mpft-pernivious preſence angry heaven 
ö 1 
eee eee 
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SCENE vl. 


Prnzanman, Lzoxinay, Anis von- 


Perland. T  Ednidas, my father and preſerver, 


D. 1 


Riſe to my arms. es 


that miles 

Upon thy brow: adds brightneſs to — 5 
This wonderous revolution of my fate, 

This change chat gives me back my crown and name, 
Rejoices me yet leſs, _ owe. 

Leon. O ſavred Sit, . mond Sul WING S825. 
The tranſport to behold you this nin png Jem & 
Is great reward. Now your old man can ay, 
He has not liv'd in vain. Ve bounteous Powers! 
Diſmiſs me now in peace; Eier | mid 1820 


My Maſter bleſt ! q 

Pariand. No recompence can equal: | re 
Such matchleſs goodneſs. But L willrepay thee 
A way more pleaſing to a ſoul like thine,\. 


; a4 


By running ſtill in debt to all thy vertu ss. 
Thou know 'ſt th- unhappy, envy'd ſlate of een . 
How perilous the height ſo near to heaven 
All round is precipice; and on each hands. 
— — — funk 7 
Power, - Paſſion, Pleaſure, 3 
Thy life has roll'd thro' all the various round 


Of human chance: and years of heary bought, 4 
Cool and unpaſſonate, — — en 
Ee nyt got and ſave me from the ſnares I 
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EURYDICE. IF 

That thus beſet me; fave me from myſelf. P16 © 
By filent giagivede and-joy—Bat) Sir,” > + 
3 ͤ —— n 

Periand. afid. Fatal remembrance * 
At once inſtam'd my ſmother'd rage burns up 
With fiercer blaze. He muſt noe know the putpole” 
With which my boſom labour. 

0 e 
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Of that we'll elle antes bur now'T wiſh. 


An hour of EE FIPS ur. 
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oa Avovow,: | . 
Pi,. Fus far have ee, the . 


within me; 
Held down is furioas hearings; but they now 
Shall have full low:' I am once more a king. 
My foe is in thy hand, and breathes this air | 5 1 
But till I doom him dead: yet is not be 3 
So curſt, ſo ruin d as his conqueror! N 
Arift. What do I hear, my Lord? 
Periand: Ah! good Ariflan, * 
The horrors of thy tale were true. She hav, 
She has betray'd me. * 13 
Artf.. Since che Queen. is fallen, * 
There is no truſt in woman 7 = noe i 
_ Feriand, Nor no hope OE 18 08 
4] + _ 


* 
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65 EURT DICE. 
For wretched Peres. Not the grave 
 Can;hide me now from ſcorn: nor lag e | 
Will wear out this. O never-dying ſhamp! f! 
Worlds yet unfound will hear it: and where'er 
The guilty tale is told, . 
Aris. Could the Queen - | 
Srogp 0a thought of Freaks? Palle fond c. 60 
Unfix'd by reaſon, ever wandering wild. e 
As Fancy whirls, from folly on to folly, 
From vanity to vice. My gracious Land,. 
She is beneath your anger. Caſt ber t 
From all your ſoul, and be yourlelf again. 
Reſume that reaſon, Sirmo—_— 
Periand. Away : can reaſon 


Arreſt the whirlwind's wing 7 or quench the free, =» 
£ Berack by the hand of Fevr when all its woods - 
In one broad blaze to heaven? 


'Tis Reaſon makes me wreiched; for it tells me 
Ho ſhameful this mad conflit of my paſſions :: 
But does that fill their uproar ? Here, Ari/ton; 
Works the wild ſtorm that Reaſon cannot calm. 
1 muſt, I will have eaſe. _ 
Arift. You may; but oh! | 
The remedy is dreadful, au 
and mortal aganies, I tremble 
To mention it; but ſuch your ſoul's deep malady, 
No gentler cure can bring the health you want. 
Periand. Ha! death——mp ſoul ſhrinks back 
From the dread image. ' How! for ever loſe her! 
My queen? my wife ! behold thoſe eyes no more 
That were the light of mine ! no longer hear 
| . 0 
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EURTDICE; 


The wounded hear of nur 
Ari. Alas! 1 3 8 "oO 


You love her ſtill, 650 eee 
Periand. Ve Gods, why am I thos? e 

By: every blaſt that blows ? It is too true. 

— wm mas 7 rpg 


And melts me to the dotage of low pity. - — 
O thou mean bean! Is the not falſe? And 1, Fs 
7 Shall I fit down with tame diſbondur? take 0 


Pollution to my arms ? grow vilely old, 
ä — 
Of midnight libertines, when they recount ogy 
Their triumphs o'er baſe women? Not the 4 
I tear het from my breaſt, tho* the life-ſtream- - 
Should ie with her. Hear me then, f 
| Do chou prepate a ſecret draughtof death; | © 
„eee 7 OY 
Upon my fatal us. 
Ari. Spare me, Sir: ay in 0 10 
I like not this employ. aan iN 4200 4 
Periand. It muſt be thine. | | 
hoes GAA hands + 02 
———ů 
I ſhould not hear her ſirſt 
Ait. Henr ber, D. wit K ag 4a 
Would you then have her live? £2522 £228 p a 
Periand.- No; wete my fate. (1622): Le On JE 
Involy'd in hers, ſhe ſhould not live. Bur gil 
. 
It is not, can't be love. | Tis my revenge, 
All direful now, that would enjoy her tears, - 
Her lying oaths of innocence, her new erer 
And added pirfiries: Wen Bult ber doe 
To che dark world; with all . 
HM 2 | | 


— —— ate. — 
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6 BEBEURT DICE. 
For wretched Periander. Not the grave 
Can,hide me now from ſcorn : not length of days 
Will wear out this. O never-dying ſhamp? —_ 
Worlds yet unfound will hear ãĩt: — 

The guilty tale is told, beer 


Ariſt. Could the Gen | 
Stogp to a thought of Procles ? Palle fond ſex! 1 
Unfix'd by reaſon, ever wandering wild. : 
As Fancy whirls, from folly on to folly, : 
From vanity to vice. My gracious Lord, 
She is beneath your anger. Caſt her t 


From all your ſoul, and be yourſelf again. 


Periand. Away: can reaſon 
Arreſt the whichvind's wing ? or quench the bel. 


Struck by the hand of Fove, when all its woods = * 


In one broad blaze to heaven? 
'Tis Reaſon makes me wreichedi; for it tells me 


Ho ſhameful this mad conſlidt of my paſſions :: 


But does that ſtill their uproar ? Here, Ariſton; 
abs rot ny ht par ach 
T muſt, I will have eaſe.  __ 
Arift. You may; but oh! _ —- + | 
The remedy is dreadful, and will ge vb 6 
and mortal aganies, I tremble 
To mention it; but ſuch your ſoul's deep malady, 
No gentler cure can bring the health you want. 
Periand. Ha! death——my foul ſhrinks back 
From the dread image. How! for ever loſe her! 


My queen? my wiſe! behold thoſe eyes no mare | 
That were the light of mine ! no longer hear  . | 
| Wepa Snug edgy " 
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EURTDICE: 


The wounded hear of non 
O miſery ! why, why io this 2 "I 
Aris. Alas! Tir 8" ——_— 1555 


You love her fl, my Lord, eee 


By every blaſt that blows ? It is too true. 
A traiterous ſoftneſs ſteals oer my Juſt rage, | 
And melts me to the dotage of low pity. © 
O thou mean heart! * n n 
Shall I fit down with tame diſbouvur? ue * 
Pollution to my arms ? grow vilely old, 
A tale for drunkards in their wine? — 
Of midnight libertines, when they recount ag. 
Their winmphe oe due moment No he 4. 
I tear het from my breaſt, tho* the life-ſtream; - 
Should iſſue with her. Hear me then, f 
Do thou prepare A ſecret draught of death, _ 
Of power eee eee 
Upon my fatal s. 
Arift. Spare me, Sirz t ti vaio 243 0 
I like not this employ. Finn 
Periand. It muſt be tine off? 
Fr 


. ? 


I ſhould not hear her irt) 
Arift. r ors k gf 2 ( N. 

Would you then have her live? mt 28 L 

Ptriand. No; were my fate. 115 Kel thr 37 
Involv'd in hers, ſhe ſhould not live. — 
ä akia merge has (0k bene in 
It is not, can't be love. | Tis my revenge, 
All direful now, that would enjoy her tears, 
Her lying oaths of innocence, her new 
And added perfjuries: them fink her down 
r — 


If 2 


n 2 
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Periand. Ve Gade why am L than — 
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8% - EURYDICE. 
Arif. You ſee not, Sir, the danger of that meeting. 
Is your heart proof againſt the powerful charm - 
Of beauty ſoften'd into ſighs, and melting Le 
With the mild languor of imploring eyes, . 
Mere winning nay, and ſhedding gentler beams 
hro' ſhowers of ſorrow. - Think FIR, 
The kneeling charmer Jovely in her tears,” 
Pleading for pity, ſinking at-your feet, 
And dying by your frown. + | 
Peri and. Art thou my friend? 
O mercileſs! why doſt thou raiſe before me 
This dangerous image? Tis not to be borne. 
My brain turns round with madneſs. 0 ye Porn? 
Why am I not at quiet? Why is life 
Forc'd on the wretch who r n, 
In bitterneſs of ſoul? who aſks no more 
But the grave's ſhade and ſilence, thre at laſt | 
To fene eee dorgaiadnde 1: 
Lift. Alas for pity ! n 
On this diſtreſsful theme. 112-4014 ora? 2 | 
Periand. Ari ton, ſtay. 2 
Spite of theſe tears, ſpite of this fond diftraRion, 
It ſhall be done. A king may live unhappy, - 
| But not with loſs. of honour-unreveng'd.  * 
_ "Twas mad to think of this, © I will not truſt L 
My eyes againſt the witchcraft of ker charms.} 
Then ſummon all thy firmneſs, O my foul! - 
And dare to be accurſt !- fince thy ſad choice 
Is ſhame, or miſery. I am reſolꝰ . 
Yo Go ed deeds ef debs 
Thou Stygian Fove! and all ye Powers inferoalt 
Behold, 1 | 
By that inviſible, that dreaded Lake, 
Th' irrevocable oath 2 — 
5 Hers I'prongance,” — 
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Eurydice &4neels to Periander, who after looking on her 
Jome time with emotion, flinzs away without ſtealing: 


Eurydice alone. 
OT hear me! not vouchſaſe me one poor word! 
Tis hard indeed. The wretct of many crimes, 
Ber. 2 
Whom Mercy dares not ſave, is gentler us d. 
His rigid judge is leſs ſevere than mine. 
Ye Powers]! have I deſerv'd this? Did my heart 
E'er harbour one looſe wiſh ? Your ſelves can tell, 
The morning's orient beam is not more pure, 
More ſtainleſs my truth. Was ever fate, 
Were ever woes, mine? [Even in the hour 
Of general joy to all, WRile pleafing hope 
Sprung faſt within my heart, I And my ſelf 
' Undone for ever! ſunk tp viſe ho more ! 
Not hear me—then I know my doom is fd. 

And ſhall I ſtay to hear the foul ſurmizes, 
T he ſcurril taunts, the falſe upbraiding pity, 
The keen revilings, that muſt uſher in 
My publick ſentence? Can there be in death 
Such pangs ? ſuch piercing agonies ? Impoſſible. 
Death is repoſe and calm, is ſoft elyſium 
To thoughts like theſe. I will prevent their triumph, 
And fave my ſelf this ſhame. Tis but to loſe 
A few unhappy moments ; tis to reſt 
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5 EURYDICE. 
The ſooner from my cares; to feel no more 

The bitterneſs of miſery and inſult 

That bait my weary ſoul. Then it is AH. 
Spite of the woman, "no fend tear fhall flow, 

No figh ariſe, the coward-ſex to ſhew. 

When life is ſhame, and glotious freedom nigh, 
rn e. * 
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a cr v. SCENE TL. 


PenranDya wallingdibrdwed, bene, 
nn. 


. | My keen Matert have I led e 
(0 This fight of woe? Alas! n 
77 1 | * 
N 2 een its rag: arts 0 L 
| Periand.” Away, el e E 
Why ä R 
Subdd d and tyranniz'd: by kh with few,” 11 


His unrelenting paſſions? Talk of ruine, | 3 1 


And I will hear thee: talk of hopele@miſery 5 | 


No other ſtrain befits thy maſters triumph. 


Lon. This into Eger of fogreme ite, | 
Impatient of itſelf. My gracious Lord, 
Forgive an old man talk, WHO would this moment, | 
Might his poor'life back your of 
nigh bi ye Weng MAN yur pn fe, 

Periand. That were to being be C 
The darted ſunbeam, er recall che flight , 
time. O no: my ſoul + * 9 


Of 

Has bid the laſt farewetto happineſs, nA 

To hope itſelf. bp ri; br, 

Indeed I do: eee 8 £93 40 1K. 
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2 EURYDICE. 
Leon. Sir, I dare not leave du — 
Forgive theſe tear: dare not leave you thus | 
; Kr. Fal box With yourſelf.” I read tod plan 
Tbe fatal thought that wakens in your boſom. 72 
os And would'ſt thou have me live this abje& . 
thing ? i 
This ſlave of folly? For I tell thee bluſhing, 
With ſhame and ſtrong horrence of myſelf, 
I cannot tear that Woman from my ſoul, 
Falſe, faithleſs as ſhe, is Then. I will die. _ as 
That juſt revenge is ill within my pow--e r. 
Leon. O, Jealouſy ! thou mercileſs — oe 
More cruel than the grave ! what ravages 
Does thy wild war make in the nobleſt boſoms? 

Too lang, my Lord. you liſten to the x. Mpeg vp | 
that domeſtic foe, that boſom traitor. al [IN Y 
For mercy's lake, throw not away ſo. rail (v7 7 
The jewel of your ſoul. Some unſeen ert * 5 
Miſ- leads you from the truth, moor F 
Grant her a moment's audience. ee. 

Periand. I have wn. 
That ſhe ſhall die. 304 19 £153 : 23; Wa! ys 1 par. 

Leon. Is then her ſacred Bee. r 0/1 
Of ſo ſmall price, to caſt: her thus » = ein wal 
With blind precipitanes? -Your. Queen. — 7 
The faireſt form, the moſt exalted mind 0 an evigte s 
Once ſo ador 'd and low df to whom your foul: d 148 
Still cleaves with fondneſs! Can you 80 ene 
The mother of your darling Folyaore, 9 
Unheard, untry d, to death and nu? 21 T 
Can you do this? an 27 0 21 13 Zain 21 

Periand. O thou! bete een bobalds: 100 6 
And pities the frail heart of erring man. 2 1 
Ruler ———— Blick palonty-- 
. or ſtrike in mercy, 
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And free me from my TT ala ge 


1 


My ſolemn vow is gone up to high hea 
And would'ſt thou Rave me break it? Ces 
Leon. That raſh oath _ ws ES 
Nor does, nor ought to bind. EEE 
Should you, too late, diſcover ſhe is wrong d- | 
Think on it well—-O what u liſe of horrors _ "WY" 
Remains for you! I tremble but to imme em. = 
The ſad and filent meltings of vain forrow z. 
The thorn of keen remorſe; bs Rap ns, * 
Inflam'd by fond reflection, hourly ſighing 
For what he never, never hopes to find: 1 
With theſe, late- coming, e 
ſ Deſpair accurſt. Dreadful ſociety ! Wy 
Vet ſuch will ſhare your day and night, 5 
Your court, . your throne, your ſolitude, your | 
Alas! my lord ! 1 4. 
1 Peri and. O by my ſoub's ſtrong nguil 
I would moſt gladly blot out CON 
All memory of paſt time: . 
The waking evidence of every ſenſe, 
To give her back that vertue, Werd 
That ſhone on out firſt loves. „Then was 1 blen ' 
Beyond the race of men, belov'd and Joving, 5 
Honour 'd and happy ; and my name as odor 
Pour d forth, and freſhnefs all und. 
O days of dear delight! that I could fix | Out 
For ever there, and think no farther on. Sys Ht 
1 will if poſfible. wit 
Confirm this eee coin tet | woah, 
I fly to bring her hither. wht 1 
Periand. Stay thee yet. ey 
L odd je bt us, e de 
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24 EVURYDICE. 
By turns aſſail me: melt me now to mercy ; 
Now rouſe me to diſtraction O my heart 
Leon. Then puniſh the ſole cauſe of all your pangs. 
On the great criminal, on Proc/e;' head 
Diſcharge the fulneſs of a righteous vengeance, 
And juſtify the Gods. Let the rack tear 
| The traitor's limbs; and as he howls with anguiſh, 
Extort confeſſion from him of the lyes, | 
The dark aſpetfions, that have well nigh ruin'd 
Your injur'd, vertuous Queen, and tortur'd you. 
Periand. What haſt thou done? O that deteſted name! | | 
Thou know'ſt not half my madneſs—that curſt name f 
Has ſet my brain on blaze, and call'd up there 
Ten thouſand furies. Hell! haſt thou not heard 
What ſhame and ſcorn, what vileneſs and conſuſion, 
He heap'd upon my head and ſhe the cauſe! 
Len. Oh heaven, and is this retributian thine? 
Muſt Vertue know, what Vice alone ſhould feel? 
Periand. Forbear, fond man. That heaven thou 
dar'ſt accuſe, - 
Juſt,” tho myſterious, leads us on unerfipg, | . 
Theo! ways unmarked, ge en Aer 
vow'd, alas! and with ſtrong adjurations A B 
Pell tic lk wor to ſet my country free. | 
This, tomy Father on his bed of death, 0 
-Solemn I ſwore.— But, O blind luſt of greatneſs ! 
'Thro' wantonneſs of will I lightly weigh'd, it, 
Nor fear'd the hour of terrible account! 
That hour is come: and what avails it. now - 
That I, with equal hand and gentle rule, 
Have ſway'd my people? | am rand moſt, ' 
Where I had bid my ſoul be moſt ſecure _ | 


A . 
8 CENR 


- 5 N ; "7 1 7 4 7 a 
EURYDICE. 71 


— 


— rene e 875 
£ © > my > 2 — SL — 0 


SCENE II. 
Pol Dok, PERIANDER, LESONI DA. 
Periand. I Said I would be private. 
& Peha. O my father... 
: Here tins kneel fe eve, weep theſe eyes | 
To blindneſs, and ne'er know a thought of comfote. 
Periand. What would my Polydere i 4 
Pohd. Alas! what means © ae 
This common face of woe that meets my ſight 
Where er I turn? Even now while happy Corinth 
Blazes with triumph; while the neighbouring ſhores | 
) Reſound to heaven her voice of general joy, 
The palace is in tears. Her ſilent courts 
Are dark with mourning; as if Death and Ruine, | 
Not Victory, had fix'd their manſion here. | 
Periaud. There is 2 cauſe; WES; dreadful one.” 
But leave me to myſelf. | 
Pohgd. An I ek grown 8 | 
A horror to your eyes? What is my crime, 
That thus with alienated look you turn 
As from ſome baleful object? Yet, my father, 
Ofe have you unn 
And lov'd your darling Queen. . 
Periand. Away, thy looks,. 
Thy words diſtract me. ©. © 
Pohd. Whither ſhall I fly? EEE COATES: 
Where hide this hated head? — FAR 
As now I left her, preſſing full her eye: 
ns. 
| 8 | Stream'd 


76 EURYDICE. 


Strean'd into tears: then claſp'd me to her boſom. 


With ſuch ſad paſſion, ſuch tranſported Gs 
As parting lovers that muſt meet no more. 
J beg'd to know the cauſe. Again the preſs'd me 
With fonder eagerneſs, and ſighing cry'd, . 
Say to the King, my heart has never exr'd. 

Periand. By heaven, any ſoul melts at the n tale. 
O Pohydr 


SCENE III. 


PERIANDBR, POLYDORE, Londa. 


V Lord, the priſoner Mahns 


N e eat. 
Attends, and prays admittance to your pre- 


Periand. Ha! Meds! Dai hou dream Mederaive 5 
Did I not charge thee ſtrict to caſt him fort * 
| That moment ty Corp nnd 1 N. 
How haſt thou dard to diſobey ??: . 

Off. Dread Sir, \ dg 
As to kis fire Thad in ae ee IN 4 
At fight of the tumultuous croud around. 
With utmoſt inſtance he requeſted of me 
To ſave him yet a moment ; for he hac 
Secrets of prime concernment that required 
The King's immediate ear. We hardly ſcap'd -- 
Into the ſouthern tower: th' unnumber'd rabble' 
With cries and threats demanded forth their foe. - 
At hazard of my life I venturd don, 
Sooth'd, flatter d, promis dem re c 


Ehey axe bar non eee 1 Horn bits E {Rib | 
ny FAE5: .v% $* & Periand, 7 
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| EURY DIC 72 
Periand. Leonidas, Eat; 
N Ky hean miſgves eien nas. 
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binn Pol voz, Lzonipas, Mavone- 


Meg; King! renown'd for gentleneſs and mercy, . 


A criminal, who comes to. merit pardon 
By fair diſcovery of ſome weighty truths, © 
That much import your ſoul's repoſe and health | - 
Periand. Say on: and if thy beart has form'd a hops: 
Of one hour's after-life, take heed thy tale 
Be ſtrictly juſt to truth. | 
Med. Thus groveling here, | 
With ſhame and ſharp remorſe I own my crime. 
Miſled by that Uſurper, who with me 
Nev Pe ee 
To pleaſure him, unhappy was! _ 
Fold, I know not what of your good Queen. 
Work 1 ME SWOFC EET WO REWErTOR.- h 
Periand: Perdition an thee? 1 
2 | id 
Med. I fill'd Ai 
With monſtrous tales, which ki plain dovety | 
Alas, too raſhly credited—— 
Periand. Ye Gods! | 
And could your thunder ſleep ? Pernicious dave, : 
as lives as crimes, not one oY 
Had thou many By; Should 


The nobleſt praiſe; ſee proſtrate at your feet 
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Should ſcape my juſtice——Ah Lemidas, © 
Was ever fuch black treachery Forgive theed.. 


Thy doom ſhall be of ſignal dread and warning 
To all ſucceeding Minions. Drag him hence, | 


3 i the guards... i 
And guad un at the peril of your bea 
— 3 
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295! SCENE v. =% 
PanranndA, Fein nens. LEeoniDas. 
| Leon. — — A 
Find the poor mourner out, and in,my name | 
Say all that weeping Penitence can plead, 
Or Love returning promiſe. My full heart 


Will more than make it good and may the power. 
eee = Ar ond * 


ll J Ro #5 | 1 fi 
SCENE: Yh:. 
PrxIAN DER, Lzonipas. ; 


No from enchagmment freed, the miſts df. 


Prriand. 


perſe 


By hich m my eyes were held. That i injur ard Fair |” f 
How ſhall I meet her ſoft ſorgiving look, 
Whom I ſo much have wrong'd! . __ .. 

' Leof. Thrice happy turn nn 


Periand. 


Of unexpected fate! 


bre — 


Periand. But let me fl N * 2 | 


P 


Into her gentle arms! (hers ee HA 0. 


That have dite me! there 3 m. 
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— 1 Rains Lrowidls, Anton? * 
Periand. NN happy time 
I Thou com'ft, Ariſton. we vere "ow 2 
:  -\ x OTE. 
And 1 revoke my eee Procke A 
r anne I FE: 
Arift. He has, my Lord: 30 
And the fad tale is terrible, 1 hrink. N 


Bat to recount it. Slumbering Conſcience aa,” 10 


And flaſhing in his face the ſtartling proſpec rg 


Of his paſt life, furious he daſh'd bis bead 


Againſt his priſon walls, J found him fallen, © 5 my 


A piteous ſpeQacle | rowling in blood, 
Deform'd with pain ; fax, agonizing death 
Sate hideous on his brow. Faintly he drew 
His parting breath : yet-all- that breath went _ 
In blaſphemies, aſſaulting heaven. with carſes,. 
The ravings of deſpair, for fruſtrating * 
| His impioas purpoſe, on the On. 
Periand. How dreadful | B 
This period to a liſe like his! The has 3 
Of heaven is greatly ere , 
Theſe ſtrange events have well nigh. ouvert g 
This teering rain. I feel I know not wh 
Of joy and terror, high amaze and tranſport; 171 
All ended here, and working in was tumult. 
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Leon. 'Tis but the motion of a troubled ſes, 
Aſter ſore tempeſt finking to a calm. 

All will be well, my Lord. Repoſe and health... 
Await you in her arms. What blifs is yours? 

A ſeconi union of your meeting ſouls ! 

A better nuptial morn, wich love * 

To ſhine for ever. 


Wo 2 5 8 v W933; 


SCENE VIIL 

PExlanDER, LEoONIDAs, ARiSTON, MEL135A, 
* My royal Miſtteſs! 

, The dews of death are cold upon her brow l 
Periand. What mean thy fatal words? 
Melif. Falſely accus'd C45 

Of what her ſoul moſt loaths, and to deſpair- 

By your unkindneſs urg d, the Queen. alas! 

Has drunk a deadly draught: 

Periand. O heaven and earth ! 
Are theſe at laſt my hopes? 'Tis I- horror!” 
'Tis I have murder'd her 


- 
-0 


SCENE tbe loft. 
See opening Hiſervrs Bo xy mis fitting, PoLYDORE 


kneeling by her. 


Periand. E Bkrtsees Gods! | 
Y O Fre her back to Bös das 10 your ae 


| I bow this guilty kead—Whar' tobe done? £0 


— 


EURYDICE 82. 
Leonidas, Ari ton, fly, my friends, 
Call, gather all our ſages ; bid them tr 
Their ſovereign ſkill. n 
Euryd. It cannot be. Already death-invades;. 
My ſhivering boſom. r | 2 
And I ſhall be with thoſe that reſt for ever. 145 02 
But here in this laſt awful hour I ſwear, 
By . n e ee r 
E never knew pollution: I am ill - 1 260 
Your true and loyal wife... 9 + AR 
Periand. I know thou art. 
Thou dying innocence. My fatal blindneſs, | 
Deſtruction on my head ] has ruin'd thee. et: 
My life] my ſoul's beſt joy | and maß I loſe-thee? - | 
Loſe thee for ever?—Wretch | nnen 
Forgive my madneſs.  - 
 Euryd. Thus, in thy lov'd arme 4 11214 
Each unkind thought is loſt. Now Lie plead; 5 
Now all is well. Death | thou art here 4 
Meng, Ah l. ſhe expires. The ld dm miſt wir vt. 
Her cloſing eyes! Qt 267 (5 136422255; 
Periand. Ons moiment, thou fair Spiris, 
One moment tarry for me Thus we join, 
e eee. ee uu. bf 
Arift. Ah! Sir 
Leon. My Lord, what means 
This fatal fur? 
Periand. Cruel men, away: TY 
And would you then detain me longer here 
On this loath'd ſpot, to linger out old age 
With darkneſs and deſpair ! to curſe the hour V. 
T hat gave a murderer birth ! Wanne my fries, 
Have me live thus? | — 34 8 i 1 
Ariſt. Ve Gods aſſuage his grief! 22/80 1 ole 
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EURYDICE. 
Periand. nd, Theſe righteous Gods have cal me of f. 


32 | 


8 it hang, 
A burſting thunder, o'er my head. I ſee 
And tremble at the fight, th' inquiring Judge, 
Beyond theſe heavens, high on his throne of terrors; 
His fix'd and dread regard turn'd full upon me! 
And look ! behold !. the Miniſter of vengeance 
Bat waits his nod to ftrike me thro” the centre. 

Polyd. Alas! my father —— - 

Periand. O my ſon! my fon! 
I have undone thee too. How dare I look | 
On that dear face, where thy loſt Mother's ſweetneſs 
Smiles ſtrong reproach, and charms me into madneſs ?* 
Then, farewel reaſon! farewel human converſe | 
Sun, day, and time, farewel !-—All hail deſpair ! 
Eternal darkneſs hail !-=Say'{ thou I've loſt her? 
No, no; we will not part. Thus let me preſs © 
Her clay - cold lips, thus weep my ſoul away 
On her chaſte boſom here. O yet, my love! 
My better life ! e ee 


The ſoul is fled for ever. 
Periand. O my Queen ! | 
— by the body: te ref fend 
weeping and filent. 
[raifing himſelf up. 
Ht! there—ſave me !- tis he, the King of terrors ! 
Lo how the ghaſtly viſion glares upon me 
With his fix'd beamleſs eyes What path is this, 
Dreary and deep, thro* which he drags me on ! | 
Bleſs mel look there—what ſhivering Forms are theſe, 
Thin as the paſſing air, that fkim.around. me? 
And no th infernal world hath ſhut me in 


BURYDICE. 83 


il be the Furies arm'd! ſee their fell ſerpents © 

That rouſe themſelves to ting me [s there none, 

No power to ſcreen me from them? 

Ta. Gracious Sir, | RD es ER 
Where is that patience £15144 eb No - 

| Periand. Soft—l ſee her plain. 

Vonder on high ſhe fits.amid the Gods, 

Who wonder at her charms—And dan thou {mils 

Upon thy murderer ?—Thus let me kneel, 

And weeping worſhip thee— Ha ! ſeeſt thou there 

Yon flaming pool? And what damm d ſoul is that, 

"Riſing from the mid deeps, that betkons me? 

He wafts me flill-—By hell, tis hated Procles, 

The cauſe of all my ruine Traitor, Fd, 

I come, I fly, to plunge thee deeper ſtill - 

In this red ſea of tortures O 

i. He die! 

Pohgd. O matchleſs horror x2, 

| Was ever fight like this?—O Jealodly?- = 

This is thy dreadful work. May future times 

Learn here thy power, and mark with heedful eyes, 


From thy blind rage what mighty miſchiefs riſe, _ 7 
thy FE : By, . — 6 — 8 
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